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'MDCCLXAX, 


bptly deputes 
The fly Ulyſles forth to raiſe Recruits. 
The ariful Captain found, without Delay, 

Where great Achilles, a De/erter lay. 

Fim Fate had warn'd lo ſhun the Trojan Blows ; 
Him Greece riquir'4 ——egainf? the Trojan Fees. 
All their recruiting Arts were needful here, 

To raiſe this great, this tim'rous Volunteer. 

Ulyſſes well could talk—he ſtirs, he warms 


T he avarlike Touth——He liters to the Charms 
Of Plunders, fine lac Coats, and glit ring Arms; 
Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring Boy, 

And lifted him who * the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector ſtain : 
Recruiting thus fair Helen did regain. 

F fer one Helen ſuch prodigious Things 

Were afted, That they even lifted Kings; 

1f for one Helen's artful, vicious Charms, 

Half the tranſported World was feund in Arms; 
Wh at for /o many” Helens may Wwe dare, 

Whoſe Minds as well as Faces are ſo fair? 

If by ene Helen's Hes, Old Greece could find 

1. Homer fir d to aurite, ev'n Homer blind ; 

The Britons /ure beyond compare may write, 

That view /o many Helens very evry Mit. 
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EPILOGUE. 


a LL ui chit brd _— 


the Comedy, called the Recruiting Officer, let them 
repair To Morrow Night, by Six o'Clock, to the Sign 
of the Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, and they ſhall be 
kindly entertained,  _ 8 : 

We ſcorn the uvulgar Ways to bid you come, 1 

Whole Europe now obeys the Call of Drum. 

The Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 

And beats up for a Corps of Volunteers : 

He finds that Mufic chiefly does delight ye, 

And therefore chuſes Mufic io invite ye. 

Beat the Grenadier March—Row, row, row, - Gen 
tlemen, this Piece of Muſic, called An Overture io 4 
Battle, was compos'd by a famous Halian Maſter, and 
was perform'd with wonderful Succeis, at the great Operas 
of Vigo, Schellenberg, and Blenheim ;. it came off with the 
Applauſe of all Europe, excepting France; the French 
found it a little too rough for their:Dehcatefſe. | | 

Some that have ated on thoſe glorious Stages, 

Are here to cuitngſi to ſucceeding Ages, 2 

That no Muſic like the Grenadiirs engages, A 

Ladies, we muſt own, that this Mui:c of ours is not 
altogether ſo ſoft as Bononcini's; yet we dare affirm, that 
it has laid more People aſleep than all the Camilla's in the 
World; and you'll condęſcend to own, that it keeps one 
awake, better than any Opera that ever was acted. 

The Grenadier March ſeems to be a -Compolure ex- 
cellently adapted to the Gerizs of the Engli, for no 
Muſic was ever followed ſo far by us, nor with fo 
much Hlacrity; and with' all Deference to the preſent 
Subſcription, we mult ſay, that the Grenadier March 
has been ſubſcribed for by the whole Grand Alliance: 
And we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it always 
has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army. In 

7 A 3 ſhort, 


(9. 
Hort, to 1 the preſent Taſte, our Author is now 
0 


adapting ſome Words to the Grenadier March, which he 
intends to have perform'd 'To-morrow, if the Lady, who 
is to ſing it, ſhould not happen to be ſick, 

This he concludes to be the ſureſt Way 

To draw yeu hither ; for you all obey 

Soft Muſic's Call, the? you ſhow'd damn his Play 


DRAMATIS. PERSON A, 
At Corene:Ganuti; 1764, 


| M E N. | 
Mr. Balance, 4 Mr. Gib/er. 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices, 4 Mr. Redman, 
Mr. Scruple, ) | Mr. Wignell, 
Mr. - Worthy, a Gentleman of Shropfeire, Mr. Hull 
Capt. Plume, 1 Two Recruiting I Mr. Smith. 


Capt. Brazen, Officers, Mr. Woodward. 
Kite, Serjeant to Plume, Mr. Morris. © 
25 a Country Clown, Mr. Dunjftall. 
Coſtlar Pear- main, | | Mr. Bradfhaw, 
Tho. Apple- tree, 5 Two e. d4 { Mr. Lewis. 
WOMEN. _ 
Ds Lady of Fortune. Mrs. Dyer. 
Sylvia, Daughter to Balance | . FT 
in Love . Plume, 5 1 Miſs Macklin, 
Lucy, Melinda's Maid, | Mrs. Pitt. 
Roſe, a Country Wench, - Miſs Ward. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants, and Attendants. 


SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 
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AOC r I. 


SCENE, The Market Place. Drum beats the 
Grenadier March. 


Enter Serjeant Kite, followed by Thomas Apple-tree, 
Coſtar Pear-main, and the Mob. 

F any Gentlemen Soldiers, or 

F others, have a Mind to ſerve his 


(Jo Majeſty, and pu down the 
Poe French King: If any *Prentices 
Sd have ſevere Maſters, any Chil- 

dren have undutiful Parents : If 

any Servant have too little Wages, or any Huſband too 
much Wife; Let them repair to the noble Serjeant £Kre, 
at the Sign of the Raden, in this good Town of Shreww/- 


bury, and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and Enter- 
tainment—Gentlemen, I don't beat my Drum here to 


inſnare or inveigle any Man, for you muſt know, Gen- 


tlemen, that I am a Man of Honour: Beſides I don't 


beat up for common Soldiers; no, I liſt only Grena- 
diers, Grenadiers, Gentlemen—Pray, Gentlemen, ob- 
ſerve this Cap—This is the Cap of Honour, it dubs a 
Man a Gentleman, in the drawing of a Tricker; and 


he that has the good Fortune to be born fix Feet high, 
was born to be a great Man—Sir, will you give me 


leave to try this Cap upon your Head ? 


* Cope. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt me? 


Kite. No, no, no more than I can—Come, let me ſes 
how it becomes you. 
Cot. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it? No 
Gunpowder Plot upon me ? 
Kite. No, no, Friend ; don't fear, Man. 
Ceſt. My Mind miſgives me plaguily——Let me ſee 
A 4 It— 


and there is a Tubof humming Ale at my Quarters 


8 The Recruiting Officer. 


at—(Going to put it on) It ſmells woundily of Sweat and 
Brimſtone. Smell Tummas. 1 
Tho. Ay, wauns does it. ' 
Coff. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this upon the 
Face of it ? 
Kite. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 


Coft. Pray now, what may be that ſame Bed of Honour? 


Kite. O] a mighty large Bed! bigger by half than 
the great Bed at Ware—ten thouſand People may lie in 
it together, and never feel one another. | 

Coft. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie in't, for we 
don't care for feeling one another—But do Folk ſleep 
found in this ſame Bed of Honour? 

Kite. Sound? Ay, ſo ſound that they never wake. 

Cet. Wauns ! I wiſh again that my Wife lay there. 

Kite. Say you ſo! Then, I find, Brother — _ 

Ci. Brother! Hold there, Friend; I am noKindred to 
you that TI know of yet—Look'e, Serjeant, no Coaxing, 


no Wheedling, d'ye ſee—If I have a Mind to lift, why 
10— If not, why *tis not ſo—therefore take your Cap and 


your Brotherſhip back again, for I am not diſpoſed at this 
preſent Writing.—NoCoaxing, no Brothering me, Faith. 
Kite. I coax } I wheedle ? Pm above it, Sir? I have 


| ſerv'd twenty Campaigns——But, Sir, you talk well, 


and I moſt own that you are a Man every Inch of you, 
a pretty young ſprightly Fellow—1 love a Fellow with 
a Spirit; but I ſcorn to coax, tis baſe : Though I muſt ſay, 
that never in my Life have I ſeen a Man better built! 
how firm and ftrong he treads ! he ſteps like a Caſtle ; 
but I ſcorn to wheedle any Man—Come, honeſt Lad, 
will you take Share of a Pot ? | 
Ce. Nay, for that Matter, I'll ſpend my Penny with 
.the beſt he that wears a Head, that 1s, begging your Par- 
don, Sir, and in a fair Way. - 

Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now, Gentlemen, 
1 have no more to ſay, but this Here's a Purſe of Gold, 


*Tis the King's Money, and the King's Drink—He's 
a generous King, and loves his Subjects I hope, Gen- 
tlemen, you won't refuſe the King's Health? ; 
All Mob. No, no, no. p | 
Kite. Huzza then! huzza for the King, and the Ho- 
nour of Shropſhire, All 
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The Recruiting Officer: 9 

All Mob. Huzeaaa | 2 

Kite. Beat Drum. [Exeunt. ſhouting, Drum beating a 

1 i Grenadier's March. 

| Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. 
Plume. By the Grenadier March that ſhould be my 
Drum; and by that Shout, it ſhould beat with Success 
Let me ſee—Four 1 on his Watch.} 
At Ten Yeſterday Morning I left Londex—An hundred- 
and Twenty Miles in Thirty Hours is pretty (mart Rid- 
ing, but nothing to the Faugye of Recruiting. wy 
Enter Kite. 5 

Kite. Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captain: From 
the Banks of the Danube to the Severn Side, noble Cap- 
tain, you're welcome. | 

Plume. A very elegant Reception, indeed, Mr. Kite; I 
find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting Strain: 
Pray, what Succeſs ? 

Kite, I've been here a Week, and I've rectuited Five. 

Plume. Five! Pray what are they? | 

Kite. J have liſted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the King 
of the Gypfies, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorney, 
and a Welch Parſon. , 

Plume. An Attorney! Wert thou mad? Liſt a Law- 
yer! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute. 

Kite. Why, Sir? 

Plume, Becauſe I will have Nobody in my Company 
that can write; a Fellow that can write, can draw Pe- 
titions— I fay this Minute diſcharge him. 

Kite, And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 

Plume. Can he write ? 

Kite. Hum ! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 

Plume. Keep him by all means—But how ſtands the 
Country affected? Were the People pleas'd with the 
News of my coming to Town ? 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are fo pleaſed with your Honour, 
and the Juſtices and better Sort of People are ſo delighted 
with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Buſineſs —But, Sir, 
you have got a Recruit here that you little think of, 

Plume. Who ? 

Kite. One that you have beat up for the laſt time you 
were in the Country: You remember your old Friend 
Molly at the Caſtle ? | 

Plume. Shenot with Child, I hope. K 78. 


— — 2 — 
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the Picture of Martly, but the Life's departed, Enter 
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Kize. She was brought to- bed Yeſterday, 

Plame. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 

Kite. And ſo her Friends will oblige me to marry the 
Mother. n n A 

Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; ſhe 
can waſh you know, and make a bed upon occaſion. 

Kite, Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But your 
Honour knows that I am married already. 

Plume. To how many? | * 

Kite, I can't tell readily—T have ſet them down here 
upon the Back of the Muſter Roll. [ Draws it out.] 
Let me ſee, — Imprimit, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, ſhe ſells Po- 
tatoes upon Ormond Key in Dublin—Pegey Guxxle, the 
Brandy Woman at the  Horſe-Guards, at V hite-Hall.— 
Dolly Waggon, the Carrier's Daughter at Hull Mada- 
moiſelle Yan bottom. flat at the Buſs Then Jenny Oakham, 
the Ship Carpenter's Widow at Port/mouth; but 1 
don't reckon uport her, for ſhe was married at the ſame 
Time to Two Lieutenants of Marines and a Man 
of War's Boatſwain. apt 

Plume. A full Company-——Yon have nam'd five—— 
Come make them half a dozen.—Kile, is the Child a 
Boy or a Girl ? | brag: 

Kite. A chopping Boy. | | 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Liſt, and 
the Boy in mine: Enter him a Grenadier by the Name 
of Francis Kite, abſent upon FurlowW—I'Il allow you a 
Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort the 
Wench in the Straw, 

K:te. I ſhall, Sir. 

Plume. But hold, have you made any Uſe of your 
German Doctor's Habit ſince you arriv'd ? | 

Kite. Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the Coun- 
try for the moſt faithful Fortune-teler that ever told a 
Lie—I was oblig'd to let my Landlord into the Secret, 
for the Convenience of keeping it ſo ; but he's an ho- 
neſt fellow, and will be faithful to any Roguery that 
is truſted to him. This Device, Sir, will get you Men, 


and me Money, which I think is all we want at pre- 


ſent—But yonder comes your Friend Mr Worthy.— 
Has your Honour any farther Commands ? 
Plume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite.) *Tis indeed 


9 n * 
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I know her ? 


The Recruiting Officer. 11 
3 WT Enter Worthy. 

What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy ! Methinks you ſhould 
hold them open when a Friend's ſo near—The Man 
has got the Vapours in His Ears, I believe : I muſt ex- 
pel this melancholy Spirit. 

Spleen, thou worſt of Fiend: bel wav, 
Fly, I conjure thee, by this Magic Blow, 
[Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder.] 


War. Plume ! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and 


ſound return'd ! | 
Plume. I 'ſcaped ſafe from Germany, and ſound, I 

hope, from London; you ſee I have loſt neither Leg, 

Arm, nor Noſe : Then for my Inſide, *tis neither trou- 


| bled with Sympathies nor 3 and I have an 


excellent Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. 

Wor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was fo. | 

Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Wales, I hope ? Has your Father roſe 
from the Dead and re-aſſum'd his Eſtate ? 

Wor. No. | 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely ? 

Wor. No. 

Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker ? 

Wor. Come I muſt out with it Your once gay, 
roving Friend is dwindled into an obſequious, thought- 
ful, romantic, conſtant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is all this for ? 3 

Wor. For a Woman. | 

Plume. Give me thy Hand: If thou go to that, be- 
hold me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant 
a Coxcomb as your Worſhip. 

Mor. For whom? : 

Plume. For a Regiment—But for a Woman! 'Sdeath 
I have been conſtant to fifteen at a time, but never me- 


lancholy for one, and can the Love of one bring you into 


this Condition? Pray, who is this wonderful Helen ? 
Wor, A Helen indeed ! not to he won under ten Years 
Siege, as great a Beauty and as great a Jilt. 
Plume. A Jilt! Pho! Is ſhe as great a Whore ? 
Mor. No, no. a 
Plume. Tis ten thouſand pities; But who is ſhe ? Do 
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tod of the uglieſt. 
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Weir. Very well. | | 
Plume. That's impoflible—-I know no Woman that 
will hold out a ten Year's Siege. | 

Wor. What think you of Melinda ? 


Plume. Melinda! Why ſhe began to capitulate this time 


Twelve-month, and offered to ſurrender upon honour- 
able Terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe a Settlement 
of five hundred Pounds a Year to her, before I went laſt 
abroad. | a 
Wor, I did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, deſiriog only one 


Week to conſider When, beyond her Hopes, the 'Town 


was reliev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege into a Blockade. 
Plume. Explain, explain. | 
Vor. My Lady Rich!y, her Aunt in Flintfhire dies, and 


leaves her, at this critical Time, twenty thouſand Pounds. 


Plume. Oh the Devil! What a delicate Woman was 


there ſpoil'd ! But by the Rules of War now—— Wer: hy, 


Blockade was fooliſh—After ſuch a Convoy of Proviſions 
was enter'd the Place, you could have no Thought of 
reducing it by Famine; you ſhould have redoubled your 
Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, or have died upon 
the Breach. 

Mor. I did make one general Aſſault, but was ſo vi- 


= 


| ry repuls'd, that deſpairing of ever gaining her 
0 


r a Miſtreſs, I have alter'd my Conduct, given my 
Addreſſes the obſequious and diſtant Turn, and court 
her now for a Wife. | 

Plume. So as you grew obſequious, ſhe grew haughty ; 


and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, ſhe us'd 


you like a Dog. 
Wor. Exactly. | 
Plume. Tis the Way of 'em all. 


Come, Wor:s,, 


Your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring you to- 


gether ; you muſt not think to ſurmount her Pride by 
your Humility: Wou'd you bring her to better Thoughts 
of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a meaner Opinion of her- 
ſelf. Let me ſee, the very firſt Thing that I would do, 
ſhould be to lie with her Chambermaid, and hire three 
or four Wenches in the Neighbourhood to report that I 
had got them with Child——Suppoſe we lampoon'd all 


the pretty Women in Town, and left her out; or, what 


if we made a Ball, and forgot to invite her with one or 
Wor, 


— ® , 
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Hor. Theſe wov'd be Mortifications, I muſt confeſs ; 
t but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 
3 have no Balls, no Lampoons, no—— 
Plume. What! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruiting 
e Officers in Town! I thought *twas a Maxim among 
- X them, to leave as many Recruits in the Country as they 
E 1 carr y'd Out. | | , 
t Mor. No-body doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 
in ſerving your Country with your beſt Blood; witneſs 
our Friend Molly at the Caſle; there have been Tears in 
Town about that Bufineſs, Captain. "32 
Plume. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 
Wor. O, Sir, have you-thought of her? I began to 
fancy you had forgot poor Sylvia. y = 
Plume. Your Affairs had quite put mine out of my 
Head. *Tis true, Sylvia and I had once agreed to go to 
hed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Preliminaries; but 
ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſummation, as 
1 was for Conſummation before the Wedding; we cou'd 
not agree. She was a pert, obſtinate Fool, and wou'd 
loſe her Maidenhead her own Way, ſo ſhe may keep it 
for Plume. 83 : 
Mor. But do you intend to marry upon no other Con- 
ditions ? 
Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, 1'll marry upon no Condi- 
tion at all.— If I ſhou'd, I am reſoly'd never to bind myſelf 
to a Woman for my whole Life, till I know whether I 
ſhall lice her Company for Half an Hour. Suppoſe I 
marry'd a Womaa that wanted a Leg. Such a Thing 
might be, unleſs I examined the Goods before- hand 
Ii People wou'd but try one another's Conftitutions be- 
fore they engag'd, it wou'd prevent all theſe Elopements, 
Divorces, and the Devil knows what. 
Mor. Nay, for that Matter, the Town did not ſtick to 
ſay, that | 5 
Plume. I hate Country- towns for that Reaſon—if your 
Town has a diſhonourable Thought of Sylvia, it deſerves 
to be burnt to the Ground—l love Sy/wia, I admire her 
frank, generous Dilpoſition—There's ſomething in that 
Girl more than Woman—lIn ſhort, were I once a Ge- 
neral, I'wou'd marry her. | 7 
or. Faith, you have Reaſon — for were you but a 
2 Corporal 
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Corporal ſhe wou'd marry you—But my Melinda coquets 


It with every Fellow ſhe ſees I'll lay Fifty Pounds ſhe, 


makes Love to you. | 
Plume. I'll lay you a Hundred that I return it, if ſhe 
does—Look'e, Worthy, I'll win her and give her to 
you afterwards. 3 

Wor. If you win her you ſhall wear her, Faith; I 
wou'd not value the Conqueſt without the Credit of the 


Victory. 
ig Enter Kite 


Kite. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 

Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but Friends. 

Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort the 
good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Mely—my Wife, Mr. 
Worthy. | 

Wor. O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Xite. 

Kite. Your Worſhip very well may—for I have got 


both a Wife and Child in half an Hour—But as I was 


ſaying—You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Milly——my Wife 


I mean——But what d'ye think, Sir? She was better 


comforted before I came. 
Plume. As how ! 
Kite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery had 
brought her ten Guineas to buy her Baby Clothes. 
Plume.” Who in the Name of Wonder cou'd ſend them ? 
Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that—Mrs. Sv, 
Plume. Sylvia ! Generous Creature ! 
Mor. Sylvia! Impoſlible ! 
Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir,,—-I took the Gold 


as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay farther, Sir, ſhe ſent 


Word the Child ſhould be taken all imaginable care of, 
and that ſhe intended to ſtand Godmother. The ſame 
Footman as I was coming to you with this News, call'd 
after me, and told me that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with 
me—l went, and upon hearing that you were come to 


Town, the gave me half a Guinea for the News; and 


order'd me to tell you, that Juſtice Balance, her Father, 
who 1s juſt come out of the Country, wou'd be glad to 


ſee you. 


Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy—lIs there any 
thing of Woman in this? No, *tis noble, generous, 


manly Friendſhip ; ſhew me another Woman that * 
. n 0 
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loſe an Inch of her Prerogative that way, without Tears, 
Fits, and Reproaches. The common Jealouſy of her 


Sex, which is nothing but their Avarice of Pleaſure, 


ſhe deſpiſes: and can part with the Lover, though ſhe dies 
for the Man—Come Worthy—W here's the beſt Wine ? 
for there I'll quarter. 

Wor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcohas, 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe I 
teſery'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome to 
Town. 

Plume. Let's away then—Mr. Kite, go to the Lady 
with my humble Service, and tell her I ſhall only = 
freſh a little, and wait upon her. 

Mor. Hold, Kite—have you ſeen the other Recruit- 
ing Captain ? 

Kite. No, Sir, I'd have you to know 1 don't keep 
ſuch Company. 

Plume. Another! Who i is he? 

Mor. My Rival, in the firſt Place, and the moſt un- 
accountable Fellow—but I'll tell you more as we go. 


[ Exeunt.] 
8 K E N E, An Apartment, 
Melinda and Sylvia meeting. 

Mel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia. [ Salute.) I 
envy'd you your Retreat in the Country; for Shrew/- 
bury, methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, are the 
molt irregular Places for living; here we have Smoak, 
Noiſe, Scandal], Affectation, and Pretenſion; in ſhort, 
every thing-to give the Spleen— and nothing to divert 
it—then the Air is intolerable. 

H.. O Madam! I have heard the Town commended 
ſor it's Air. 

Mel. But you don't conſider, Sylvia, how long I 
have liv'd in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, 
the leaſt nice in her Conſtitution—no Air can be good 
above half a Year. Change of Air I take to be the 
moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. 

Sl. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral 


Sorts of Airs. 


Mel. Pſha! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we taſte—Have not you, Sylvia, 


found a vaſt Difference in the Take of Airs ? 97 
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Syl. Pray, Coufin, are not Vapours a Sort of Air ? 
Taſte Air! you might as well tell me, I may feed upon 
Air : But prithee, my dear Melinda, don't put an ich 
an Air to me. Your Education and mine were juſt the 
ſame; and I remember the Time when we never troubled 
our Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air from the 
Melſh Mountains made our Fingers ake in a cold Morn- 
ing at the Boarding-School. | 

Ml. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, but our 
Temperaments had nothing alike ; you have the-Con- 
ſtitution of an Horſe. | dy ayer 2; | 

Sy. 8o far as to be troubled neither with Spleen, 
Cholic, nor Vapours ;. I need no Salts for my Stomach, 
no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Wafh for my Com- 
plexion. I can gallop all the Morning after the Hunt- 
ing-horn, and all the Evening after a Fiddle. In ſhort, 
I can do every Thing with my Father, but drink, and 
ſhoot flying; and I am ſure I can do every Thing my 
Mother cou'd; were I put to the Trial. | 


- © Mel. You are in a fair Way of being put to't ; for I 


am told your Captain is come to Town. 
Sl. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and I'll take Care he 
ſha'n't go without a Companion. | 
Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. 
l. 4 there's a Pleaſure ſure 
In being mad, which none but Madmen know. 


rambles o'er Half the Globe in Half a Year, can con- 


fine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Country 


ice in an obſcure Part of the World? 

Sl. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou'd 
not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a Nar- 
rowneſs of Soul. In ſhort, Melinda, I think a Peti- 
coat a mighty ſimple Thing, and I am heartily tir'd of 
any Sex. 7 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 
Sex, that us can't fo handſomely get rid of in Petti- 
coats, as if you were in Breeches—QO” my Conſcience, 


Sylvia, hadſt thou been a Man, thou hadſt been the 


greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom, | 
Hl. J ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the World, 
a which 


* 
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which a Man can never do thoroughly, without half a. 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours; but now 
I think on't, how ſtands your Affair with Mr. Worthy? 
Mel. He's my Averſion. 
Sy/. Vapours! 
| Mel. What do you ſay, Madam ? 
1 Syd. I ſay that you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt Fellow 
ſo iahumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and For- 
tune; and beſides that, he's my Plume's Friend, and 
by all that's ſacred, if you don't uſe him better I ſhall 
expect Satisfaction. | 
.. Satisfaction! you begin to fancy yourſelf in 
= Breeches in good-earneſt But to be plain with you, 1 
\ like Wortiy the worſe for being ſo intimate with your 
Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, unmannerly 
. Coxcomb. | 
4 Sz]. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince 
vou were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pounds; you only 
L Te him when you were capitulating with Horthy for a 
Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him to be a 
little looſe and unmannerly with you. 
Mel. What do you mean, Madam? 
2 My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 
* el. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you are too 
ain. 
b Hl. If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I think 
your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. . 
Mel. Were I ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take up 
with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 
Sy/. Again! Look'e, Madam, you are in your own 
Houſe. 
Mel. And if you had kept in your's, I ſhou'd have 
excus'd you. | 
S.. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſha'n't defire to 
have my Viſit return'd. 
Mel. The fooner therefore you make an End of this 
the better. 
$4. I am eafily perſuaded to follow my Inclinations, 
and ſo, Madam, your humble Servant. [Exit 
Mel. Saucy Thing! | | 
Enter Lucy. 
Luc. What's the Matter, Madam? 


r 


Mel. 
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Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſhe 
ſwell'd upon the Arrival of her Fellow ? 

Luc. Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd to 
occaſion any great Swelling, Madam ; I don't believe 
ſhe has ſeen him yet. 

Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it—Let me ſee—T have 
it—Bring me Pen and Ink—hold, I'll go write in my 
Cloſet. Yn | 

Luc. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam ? 

Mel. Who ſent it ? . [Preſents a Letter. 

Luc. Your Captain, Madam. | 

Mel. He's a Fool and I'm tir'd of him, ſend it back 
unopen'd. | 

Luc. 'The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 

Mel. Then how ſhou'd I ſend an Anſwer? Call him 
back immediately, while I go write. [ Exeunt, 
The End of tbe Fir ACT. 


Y ACT 1. 


SCENE, An Apartment. 
Enter Juſtice Balance and Plume. 2 
Bal. OOK'E, Captain, give us but Blood for our 
Money, and you han't want Men. Ad's my 
Life, Captain, get us but another Marſhal of France, 
and PI! go myſelf for a Soldier— 

Plume. Pray Mr. Balance, how does your fair Daughter? 

Bal. Ah, Captain ? what is my Daughter to a Marſhal 
of France ! We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to have 
a particular Deſcription of the Battle of Minden. 

Plume. The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Battle as 
any one ſhou'd deſire to ſee, but we were all ſo intent 
upon Victory, that we never minded the Battle: All 
that I know of the Matter is, our General commanded 
us to beat the French, and we did ſo; and if he pleaſes 
but to ſay the Word, we'll do it again. But pray, Sir, 
how does Mrs. Sylvia ? 

Bal. Still upon Sylvia For ſhame, Captain, you 
are engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory is 
your Miſtreſs, and 'tis below a Soldier to think of any 
other. 23 
Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs; but as a Friend, 
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Bal. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Mat- 
ter, wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if you cou'd. 
Plum. How, Sir! I hope ſheis not to be debauch'd. 
Bal. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in Eng- 
land of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of your 
Youth and Vigour. Look'e, Captain, once I was young 
and once an Officer as you are; and I can gueſs at your 
Thoughts now, by what mine were then; and I re- 
member very well, that I wou'd have given one of my 
Legs to have deluded the Daughter of an old Country 
Gentleman, as like me as I was then like you. | 
Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your 
Friend and Benefactor? 
Bal. Not much of that. 
Plume. There the Compariſon breaks; the Favours, 
Sir, that | | 
Bal. Pho, pho, I hate ſet Speechces : If T have dons 
you any Service, Captain, it was to pleaſe myſelf ; 
love thee, and if I could part with my Girl, you ſhou'd 
have her as ſoon as any young Fellow I know: But I 
hope you have more Honour than to quit the Service, 
and ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp; bus 
ſhe's at her own Diſpoſal, ſhe has fifteen hundred 
Pounds in her Pocket, and ſo—Sy/via, Sylvia. [ Calls. 
3 Enter Sylvia. | 8 
Sy/. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Poſt from 


1 London, I left them upon the Table in your Cloſet, 
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Bal. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. [Pre- 
ſents Plume 10 ber,] Captain, you'll excuſe me, I'll go 
and read my Letters and wait on you. 

Fyl. Sir, you are welcome to England. 

| /ume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Madam, 
ſince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair Hand 
was the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing England. 

Hl. I have often heard that Soldiers were fincere, 
mall I venture to believe public Report? | 

Plume, You may, when 'tis back'd by private Inſu- 
Trance ; for I ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of my Pro- 
feſſion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it was 
with the Hope of making myſelf more worthy of your 
Eſteem; and if ever I had Thoughts of preſerving my 
Life, *twas for the Pleaſure of dying at your Feet, 5 
| | A 


1 
ß 


OO — 1 
— — —— 


r Poe, Hoot P 


33 


2 umme Py 3 
AA ee. FER OO ann . 


= - 
- — N . 2 — ? * 


- 
— — ä 
Y 1 _ 


: 


i 
8 


— 2 —[— 


20 T he: Recruiting Officer. 


Hl. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where 
you will; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Will 


and Teſtament to be made before-hand. 


Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and there 

it is; and if you pleaſe to open the Parchment, which 
was drawn the Evening before the Battle of Minden, you 
will find whom I left my Heir. 
- Syl. Mrs. Sylvia Balance. [ Opens the Will and reads.] 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtantial Com- 
pliment ; but I can aſſure you, I am much better pleaſed 
with the bare- Knowledge of your Intention, than I 
ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Legacy: But 
methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left ſomething to your 
little Boy at the Cajle. 

Plume. That's home. [ 4/idze.] My little Boy! Lack- 
a-day, Madam, that alone may convince you *twas nons 
of mine; why the Gul, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife, 
and ſo the poor Creature gave out that I was Father, in 


Hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in caſe of Ne- 


ceſſity.— That was all, Madam—My Boy! No, no, no. 
Enter a Servant. > 
Ser. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill News 
from London, and defires to ſpeak with you immedi- 
ately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't 
wait on him as he promis'd. 
Plume, III News! Heavens avert it! nothing cou'd 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy Gen- 


.tleman afflicted: l'Il leave you to comfort him, and | 


be aſſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be any way 
ſerviceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he ſhall freely 
command both. | 


S. The Neceflity muſt be very preſſing that wou'd 


engage me to endanger either. [ Exeunt /everally, 
SCE N E, - 4nather Apartment. 

22 Enter Balance and Sylvia. | 
Sy]. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hope, Sir; per- 


* 


. haps my Brother may recover. 


Bal. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; the Doc- 


tor acquaints me here, that before this comes to my 
Han ds, he fears I ſhall have no Son- Poor Oæven /— 


But the Decree is juſt 3 I was pleas'd with the Death of 
my Father, becauſe he left me an Eſtate, and now I am 
| | puniſh'd 
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puniſh'd with the Loſs of an Heir to inherit mine; I muſt 
now look upon you as the only Hopes of my Family, 
and I expect that the Augmentation of your Fortune 
X will give you' freſh Thoughts and new Profpects. 

1 Sf. My Defire in being punctual in myObedien 
requires that you wou'd be plain in your Commands, 
= Sir. | | 
Bal. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
X Heireſs to my Eſtate, which you know is about Twelve 
X Hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a 
fair Claim to Quality and a Title; you muſt ſet a juſt 
Value upon yourſelf, and, in plain Terms, think no 
more of Captain Plume. | ; 
2X By. You have often recommended the Gentleman, Sir. 
4 | Bal. And I do ſo ſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow; 
butthough Ilik*d him well, enough fora bare Son-in-Law, 
I don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and 

Family, Fifteen Hundred Pounds indeed I might truſt 
in his Hands, and. it ya do the young. Fellow a 

Kindneſs, but, —ods my Life, Twelve Hundred Pounds 
a Year, wou'd ruin him, quite turn his Brain: A Cap- 
tain of Foot worth Twelve Hundred' Pounds a Year ! 
"Tis a Prodigy in Nature | 

* Enter a Servant. | 

Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your Wor- 
*AHip, but he will deliver it into no Hands but your own. 

Bal. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger. | 

x ; [ Exit with Servant. 

Syl. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and 
Jam Prince Prettyman exatly,—If my Brother dies, ah 
He Brother! If he lives, ah poor Siſter ! Tis bad 
both Ways; PI try it again. Follow my own Ineli- 
nations, and break my Father's Heart; or obey his 
Commands, and break my own; worſe and worſe. 
Suppoſe I take it thus? A moderate Fortune, a p 
Fellow and a_ Pad; or a fine Eſtate, a Coach- and-Six, 
and an Ass— That will never do neither. 

Enter Juſtice Balance and a Serwant. 

Bal. Put Four Horſes to the Coach. [To a Servant, 
a goes but. ] Ho, Sylvia. | 
Syl. Sir. 8 
Bal. How old were you when your Mother dy'd ? 


SY, 
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H. So young, that I don't remember I ever had 
one, and you have been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to 
me ſince, that indeed I never wanted one. ; 

Bal. Have I ever denied you any thing you aſk'd ob | 
me? _ | | 

Hl. Never that I remember. | 1 

Fal. Then, His, I muſt beg that once in youd 
Life you wou'd grant me a Favour. 9 

Sy/. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? 

Bal. I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than com- 
mand; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a Pa- 
rent, but as the Advice of your Friend; that you wou'd 7 
take the Coach this Moment and go into the Country. 


Sy]. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- IF 


tents of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now ? 

Bal. No matter, I will be with you in Three or Four 
Days, and then give you my Reaſons—But be ſure you 
go, I expect you will make me one ſolemn Promiſe. 
Fyl. Propoſe the Thing, Sir. | | 
Bal. That you will never diſpoſe of yourſelf to any © 
Man without my Conſent. .v 
- $Sy1. Ipromiſe. | x 
Bal ery well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
miſe I never will diſpoſe. of you without your own 
Conſent; and ſo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready; farewel 
[Leads her to the Door, and returns. ] Now ſhe's gong 
Ill examine the Contents of this Letter a little nearer. 

[Rea 

S IR, | | 

M Y Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn a Secret from 

him that he had from his Friend Captain Plume; and 
my Friendſhip and Relation to your Family oblige me to give 
you timely Notice of it : The Captain has diſhonourable De- 
figns upon my Coufin Sylvia. Evils of this Nature are more 
prevented than amended ; and that you wou'd immedi- 


4 
1 47 ſend my Coufin into the 10 is the Advice /, Sir, 


| Your humble Servant, 
SOL MELIND AX. 
Why the Devils in the young Fellows of this Age, 
they are ten times worſe then they were in my Time ; had 
he. made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it like a 


Gentleman, I cou d have almoſt pardon'd it ; but - = 
les 


e 
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Tales before-hand is monſtrous— Hang it, I can fetch 
down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why not a Hat and 
Cockade ? I have a Caſe of good Piſtols, and have a. 
good Mind to try. 
+3 Enter Worthy. 

Worthy ! your Servant. 2 

Mor. I'm ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill News. 

Bal. I apprehend it, Sir; you have heard that my 


Son Owen is paſt Recovery. 


Wor. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir. 
Bal. He's happy, and I'm fatisfy'd : The Stroke 
of Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr, 
Worthy, are not ſo eafily ſupported. | 

Mor. J hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſions of 
Wrong from any Body. | 

Bal. You know I ought to be. 

Wor. You wrong my Honour, in believing I cou'd 
know any Thing to your Prejudice, without reſenting 


it as much as you ſhou'd. 


Bal. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in Pieces to con- 
ceal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume has 


'-a Deſign upon Sylvia, and that you are privy to't. 


Wir. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author. | 
to (Takes up a Bit.) 


Sir, I know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover 
the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell me. [ Going. 

Bal. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you 1 
ready, only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy 
with Mr. Verity had drawn the Secret from him. 

Mor. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick 
up the Pieces of this Letter ; *twill give me ſuch a Hank 
upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy under her 
Hand: This was the luckieſt Accident! (Gathering up 
the Letter) The Aſperſion, Sir, was nothing but Ma- 


lice, the Effet of a little Quarrel between her and 


Mrs. Sylvia. 

Bal. Are you ſure of that, Sir? 

Wer. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of Part of the 
Fa:tle juſt now as ſhe overheard it. But I hope, Sir, 
your Daughter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the Account. 

Bal. No, no, poor Girl; ſhe's fo afflicted _ the 

| ews 
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News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company 
he begg'd Leave to be gone into the Country. 

Mor. HAnd is ſhe gone ? 

Bal. 1 cou'd not refuſe ber, ſhe was ſo preſſing; the 
Coach went from the Door the Minute before you came. 

Wor. So prefling to be gone, Sir !—T find her For- 
tune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and then 
Plume and I may laugh at one another. 

Bal. Like enough; Women are as ſubje& to Pride as 
Men are; and why mayn't great Women, as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance ?—But come, 


-where's this young Fellow? I love him ſo well, it wou'd 
break the Heart of me to think him a Raſcal—Pm glad 


my Daughter's gone fairly off though. Ade) Where 
does the Captain quarter ? af 
Mor. At Hortor's 7 Iam to meet him there two Hours $ 
hence, and we ſhou'd be glad of your Company. - = 
Bal. Your Pardon, dear Vorthy, I muſt allow a Day TE 


2 — On and % „ © ,.c- tt 


— 


— 
0 * I 


1 
1 
=. 
9 
1 2 
3 
_— 
ws l 
- 
a . 
þ. 
"* * 
s Iv 
© 
- 
£ \ 
* 
_— 
= 
—_— 


or Two to the Death of my Son. Afterwards, Im 
your's over a Bottle, or how you will. ' 
Mor. Sir, Pm your humble Servant. [Exeunt apart, MR 

SCENE, the Street. 5 e 


ITuter Kite, -with Coſtar Pear-main in one Hand, and 
Thomas Apple-tree in the other, drunk. 
| Kite firgs. 
Our Prentice Tom may :0w refuſe 
To wipe his Scoundrel Maſter's Shoes; 
For now he's free to fing and play, 
Over the Hil; and far a - Oper, &c. 
[The Mob ſings the Chorus. 
We ſhall lead more happy Lives, * 
By getting rid of Brats and Mives; 
That ſcold and brawl both Night and Day,, 
Oder the Hills and far away—Over, &c. \ 
Kite. Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live! drink, ſing; | 
dance, play: We live, as one ſhowd fay—we live 
tis impoſſible to tell how we live We are all Princes 
— Why—why, you are a King—You are an Emperor, 
and I'm a Prince—now—art we? | 
Tho, No, Serjeant, I'll be no Emperor. ” | 
Kite. No! 
Tho, I'll be a Juſtice of Peace, | 
Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man? Tho, 
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Tho, Ay; wauns will 1; for ſince this Preſſing-Act, 
they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 

Lit. e: You area Juſtice of Peace, and you are 
a King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, an 't I? 

Coft. Ay, but I'll be no King. 

Kite. What then? 

Co. I' be a Queen. | 

Kite. A Queen | 

- Cofi Ay, of England, that's greater than any 5 of 
'em all. 

Kite, Bravely ſaid, faith, 3 Heres for the 
[ Hazza ] But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, 
Queen, did you never ſee the King's Picture? 

_ Both, No, no, no. 

* Kite, 1 wonder:at that; I have two of 'em ſet in Gold, 
and as like his Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark: | 
See here, they are ſet in Gold. {Takes two broad Pieces 

out of his Pocket, gi uer one to each. 
bo. The wonderful Works of Nature! [Lroking at it. 

_Coft, What's this written about? Here's a Poſy, I be- 
liere; Ca- ro- lu What's that, Serje ant? 

Kite. O! Carolus e Cuyoins is Latin for Kipg 
George; | that's all, 

Ca. Tis a fine Thing to be a Scollard—Serjeant, 
will vou part wich this? Il buy it on you, if it come 
within the Compaſs of a Crown. 

Kite. A Crown! never talk of buying ; tis the ſame. 
Thing among Friends, you know); PII preſent them to 
ye both: you ſhall give me . a Thing. Put 'em 

n 


up and remember your- old Fri when 1 am over de 
3 and far away. 
* * 9] They Ang. and put up rhe 225 


Enter Plume /inging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and over the Main, «© | 
Ze Flanders, Portugal; or Spann 
be King commands, and ww obey, © CARS 
"Our the Hills, ang far away, 1 * 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with "_ 111 * 
one among ye: Who are theſe hearty Lads ? 
Aire. Of with your Hats; Ounds of with your 
Hats: This is the Captain, the Captain. *. 
iT he. We have ſeen Captains afore now, Man. ; 
BY 
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to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. $7 


Guts the next Minute. | 


ing liſted 
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Caf. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; s'fleſh, I'II 
Tho. And I fe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Captain in 

England: My Vether's a Freeholder. 

lume, Who are thoſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are 
willing to ſerve the King : I have entertain'd *em juſt 
now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Command. 


Plume. And Entertainment they ſhall have : 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men fit 


Tho. Wounds, Tummas, what's this ! are you liſted ? 
Coft. Fleſh ! not I: Are you Cefar? "= 
Tho, Wounds, not I. | 
Kite. What ! not liſted ! ha, ha, ha; a very good 
Jeſt, Pfaith. | | 
Cafe Come, Tummas, we'll go home. 7% 
Tho. Ay, ay, come. - 1 
Kite. Home ! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your- 5 
ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tummas, honeſt 


£ 


Coflar. 5 
. Tho. No, no, we'll be gone. 
Kite. Nay, then, I command you to ſtay : I place 
u both Centinels in this Place, for two Hours; to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you ; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: he that dares ſtir from 
his Poſt, till he be reliev'd, ſhall have my Sword in his 


Plume. What's the Matter, Serjeant ? I'm afraid you 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 
Kite. Pm too mild, Sir! They diſobey Command, 
Sir, and one of 'em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 

the other. 

Ce. Shot, Tummas ? 

Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the Matter? 

Yo. We don't know ! the noble Serjeant is pleas'd 
to be in a Paſſion, Sir, but 
Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their be- 


Tho. Nay, Setjeant, we don't downright deny it nei- 
ther; 1 — we dare not do, my Fear of being ſhot : But 
we humbly conceive, in a civil Way, and begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go ome, blame 
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Plume. That's eaſily known ; have either of you re- 
ceiv'd any of the King's Money:? 

 Ceft. Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. 

Kite. They have each of them receiv'd One-and- 
twenty Shillings, and 'tis now in their Pockets. 

Ce. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocket but 
a bent Sixpence, Pl! be content to be liſted and ſhot 
into the Bargain. 

The. And I: look ye here Sir. 

Cofft. Nothing but the King's Picture, that the Ser- 
Jeant gave me juſt now. 

Kite. See there, a Guinea, One-and-twenty Shil. 
lings; t'other has the Fellow on't. 

9 Plume. The Caſe is Plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are 
found upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth One - 
and- twenty Shillings each. ö 

Coft. So it ſeems, that Carolus is One- and-twenty 
Shillings in Latin. N 1 

Tho. Tis the ſame Thing in Greek, for we are liſted, 

Co/?. Fleſh but we an't Tumma:: I deſire to be car- 
ried before the Mayor, Captain. 0 

| [Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while. 

Plume. Twill never do, Kite—your damn'd Tricks 
will ruin me at laſt—I won't loſe the Fellows though, if 
I can help it—Well, Gentlemen, there muſt be ſome 
Trick in this; my Serjeant offers to take his Oath that 
you are fairly liſted. 

Tho, Why Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
more Liberty of Conſcience then other Folks ; but for 
me or Neighbour Coftar here, to take ſuch an Oath, 
*twould be downright Perjuration. 

Plume. Look'e, Raſcal you Villain, if I find that 
You have impos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, PII 
trample you to Death, you Dog—Come, how was't ? 

| The. Nay then, we'll ſpeak; your Serjeant, as you 
ſay, is a Rogue, an't like your Worſhip, begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon—and 

Coft. Nay Tummas, let me ſpeak 3 you know I can 
read — And ſo Sir, he gave us thoſe two Pieces of 
— for Pictures of the King, by Way of a Pre- 
ent. 

Plame. How ? by Way of a Preſent! The Son of a 
B 2 Whore ! 
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Whore ! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like 
you ! Scoundrel ! Rogue ! Villain ! 
T Beats off the Serjeant, and follows. 

Beth, O brave noble Captain! huzza ; a brave Cap- 
tain, *ſaith ! 

Coft, Now T; ummar, Carolus is Latin for a Beating : 
This is the braveſt Captain Lever ſaw—Wounds, I've. 
a Month's Mind to go with him. 

Enter Plume. 

Plume. A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows as 
you—Look'e Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fellow, I: 
come among you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a. 
Kidnapper to ſteal Slaves, | 


Ce. Mind that, Tummas. *2 
Plume. I deſire no Man to go with me, but as I went 
myſelf : I went a Volunteer, as you, or you, may do: 
I tor a little Time carry'd a Muſket, and now I command | 
F a Company. 


The. Mind that, Cafe. A ſweet Gentleman. 

Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ad- 
vantage of you; the * s Money was in your Pock- 
Tt ets, my Serjeant was ready to take his Oath you were 
Þ lifted ; but I ſcorn to do a baſe Thing, you are both 
of you at your Liberty. | 

Cef. Thank you, noble Captain I cod, e t 55 | 
in my Heart to leave him, he talks ſo finely. | 
. Tho. Ay, Cefar, would he always hold in this Mind. 5 
_ Plume. Come, my Lads, one Thing more II] tell Joy: 
+ You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army is the 
[| Plage o make 5 6— for ever: Every Man has Ee 
iS | and you have yours: What think you now gf a Purſe of 
5 French Gold out of a Monſieur's Pocket, after you have 
4 * out his Brains with the But-End W Firelock ? 
eh? 

Coft. Wauns ! I'll have it. Captain—give als a 
Shilling, ['11 follow you ta the End of the 17 2 

Tho. Nay, dear Cefar, de' na; be advis'd. 

Plume. Here, my. Hero, here are two Guineas for thee, 
3 as Earneſt of what ['ll do farther for thee. 
Tho, Do'na take it, do'na, dear Cefar. 

[ Cries, and pulls back his Arm. 

= - . Lwull—I ne my Mind gives me 


that 
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that I ſhall be a Captain myſelf—I take your Money, 
Sir, and now I am Gentleman. 


Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I. will 
travel the World o'er, and command it wherever we tread 


Bring your Friend with you if you can. [ {/eqe. 


Coft, Well, Tummas, muſt we part ? 

Tho. No Cefar, I cannot leave thee Come, Captain, 
I'll e'en go along too; and if you have two honeſter 
ſimpler Lads in your Company than we two have been, 
V Il ſay no more. | 

Plume. Here, my Lad. [Gives him Maney.] Now your 
Name ? | Ker, a > wks 

Tho. Tummas Appletree. 

Plume. And yours? 

Coſt. Coftar Pearmain. 

Plume. Well ſaid Cefar Born where ? 

Tho. Both in Herefordſhire. | 

Plume. Very well ; Courage, my Lads—Now we'll 
ſing, Over the Hills, and far away. 

Courage, Boys, lis one to Ten 

But we return all Gentlemen; 

While conquering Colours we diſplay, 

Over the Hills and far away. 


Kite, Take care of em. 


Enter Kite. 
Kite. An't you a Couple of pretty Fellows now ! Here 


; you have complain'd to the Captain, I am to be turn'd 


out, and one of you will be Serjeant, Which of you is 
to have my Halberd ? 
Both Recra. I. 
Kite. So you ſhall—in your Guts—march, you Sons 
of Whores. [ Beats *em off 
The End of the ſecond ACT. | 


SCENE, The Market- Place. 
Enter Plume and Worthy. 

4 CANNOT forbear admiring the Equality of our 
Iwo Fortunes: We lov'd two Ladies, they met 
us half Way, and juſt as we were upon the Point of 
leaping into their Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, 
Pride poſſeſs their Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads. 
23 Madneſs 
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Madneſs takes *em by the Tails; they ſnort, kick up 
their Heels, and away they run. | 

Plume, And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore—A 
couple of poor melancholy Monſters— What ſhall we do? 

Yr. T have a trick for mine; the Letter, you know, 
and the Fortune-teller. 

Plume. And I have a trick for mine. 

Wor, What 1s't? 

Plume. I'Il never think of her again. 

Aer. No ! 

Plume. No; I think myſelf above adminiſtring to the 
Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth twelve thouſand a 
Year; and I ha'nt the Vanity to believe I ſhall ever 
gain a Lady worth twelve Hundred—The generous 
good - natur'd Si], in her Smock, I admire ; but the 
haughty, ſcornfal Sy/via, with her Fortune I deſpiſe— 
What ſneak ont of Town, and not ſo much as a Word, 
a Line, a Compliment, —S'death ! how far off does ſhe 
live ? I'll go and break her Windows. 

Wor, Ha, ha, ha! ay, and the Window-Bars too 
to come at her—Come, come, Friend, no more of your 
rough military Airs, 
Enter Kite. 

Kite. Captain, Captain, Sir! look yonder, ſhe's. a 

coming this Way: *Tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit! 

Plume. Now Worthy, to ſhew you how much I am 
in Love 3— here ſhe comes: But Kite, what is that great 
Country-Fellow with her ? | 

Kite. I can't tell, Sir. 

Enter Roſe, followed by her Brother Bullock, with 
Chickens on her Arm in a Baſſet. 

Roſe. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 
young and tender Chickens, 

Plume. Here, you Chickens, 

Roje. Who calls ? 

Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 

Roe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 

Wor. Yes, Child, we'll both buy. 

Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair, market for your- 
ſelf.— Come, Child, I'll buy all you have. 

Raſe. Then all I have is at your Service. [ Court u. 
Wor. Then muſt I ſhift for myſelf, I find, {| Exit. 


Plume, 


what hard of Digeſtion, 
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Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, ſay. 
« 81 Chutks n Chin, 
Roſe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. a8 
Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Baſket to the Bot- 
tom, my Dear. - 
Re/e. Nay, for that Matter, put in your Hand; feel, 
Sir; I warrant my Ware as good as any in the Market. 
Plume. And I'll buy it all, Child, were it ten Times more. 
Roje. Sir I can furniſh you. X 
Plume. Come then, we won't quarrel about the Price, 
they're fine Birds—Pray what's your Name, pretty 
Creature ? | 
Rye. Raſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within three 
ſhort Mile o' the Town; we _ this Market; 1 ſel! 
Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother Bu loc 
there ſells Corn, 
Bullock. Come, Siſter, haſte, we ſhall be late home. 
[Whiſtles about the Stage. 
Plume. Kite! [Tips him the Wink, he returns it.] Pretty 
Mrs. Ro/e—you have—let me ſee—how many? 
Raſe. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a Crown. 
Bull. Come, Rouſe, I fold fifty Strake of Barley to-day 
in half this Time ; but you will higgle and higgle for 
a Penny more then the Commodity is worth. 
Roje. What's that to you, Oaf! I can make as much 
out of a Groat, as you can out of Fourpence, I'm ſure 


The Gentleman bids fair, and when I meet with a 


Chapman, I know how to make the beſt of him And 
ſo, Sir, I ſay, for a' Crown Piece the Bargain's yours. 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

Roe. I can't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can— my Lodging 
1s hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there. 


f . [ Gees off, /oe follows bim. 
Kite. So, Sir, 'as:T was telling you, I have ſeen one of 


theſe Huſſars eat up a' Ravelin for his Breakfaſt, and 


afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Pallaſado. 
Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange Things ; but 


pray, Sir, what is a Rabelin ? 


Kite, Why, *tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but the 
Cruſt 1s confounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſome- 


B 4 Bull. 
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Bull, Then your Paliſado, pray what may he be? 


Come,  Row/e, pray ha? done. 


Kite. Your Palidado is a pretty Sort of Bodkin, about 
the Thickneſs of my. Leg. | | 
Bull. That's a Fib, I believe. [ 4/ide.] Eh! where's 
Rouſe ! Ranſe Rouſe l s fleſh were's Nouſe gone? 
Kite. She's gone with the Captain. 
Bull. The Captain! Wauns, there's no prefling of 
Women, ſure. 
Ke. But there is, ſure. 
Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rege, I ſhou'd be 
ruin'd—Which way went ſhe! O! the Devil take 
your Rabelins and Paliſadoes. — | 
Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, 
honeſt Bulluct, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim. 
| Enter Worthy. 
Wor. Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature 
to your Captain; admirable in your Way, I find. 
Kite. Yes, Sir, J underſtand.ny Buſineſs, I will ſay it. 
Wor. How came you ſo qualify'd:? 
Kite. You muſt know, Sirj I was born a Gipſy, and 
bred among that Crew till 1 was ten Years old, there 
I learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought from my 
Mother, Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman for three 
Piſtoles, there I learn'd Impudence and Pimping. I 
I was turn'd off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking 
my Lady's Rataha, and turn'd-Bailiff's Follower; there 
I learn'd Bullying and Swearing I at laſt got into the 
Army and there 1 learn'd Whoring and Drinking 
So that if your Worſhip pleaſes to caſt up the whole Sum, 
viz. Canting, Lying, Impudence, Pimping, Bullying, 
Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, and a Halbert, you will 
find the Sum Total amounts to a Recruiting Serjeant. 
Wir. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier ? 
Kite: Hunger and Ambition: The Fears of Starving, 
and Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gentle. 
man, with a fair Tongue, and fair Perriwig, who loaded 
me with Promiſes ; but *gad it was the lighteſt Load 
that ever I felt in my Life - He promiſed to advance me, 


and indeed he did ſo— to a Garret in the Sawoy. I aſked 


him why he put me in Priſon; he call'd me lying Dog, 
and ſaid I was in Garriſon; and indeed, tis a Garriſon; 
| 2 that 
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that may hold out till Doomſday before I fhou'd deſire 
to take it again. But here comes Juſtice Balance. 

Enter Balance and Bullock. ' 

Bal. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain ? 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to me 
with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs'd his 
Siſter ; do you know any Thing of this Matter, Worthy ? 

Hor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with Plume 
to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens, 

Bal. Is that all ; the Fellow's a Fool. ; 

Bull. I know that, an't like your Worſhip; but if 
your Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant' to bring 
her before your Worſhip, for fear of the worſt. 

Bal. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 

Kite. I hope ſo too. y od [ 4/rae. 
i Wor. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to be- 
lieve that the Captain can liſt Women. 
Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or what they 
do with them, but I'm ſure they carry as many Women 
as Men with them out of the Country. 


d Bal. But how came you not to go along with your Siſter ? 
e Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going 
y than I do of the Day I ſhall die; but this Gentleman 
e here, not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe—you 
1 thought no harm, Friend, did you? 
g Kite. Lackaday, Sir, not I—only that, I believe, I 
e ſhall marry her to-morrow, | 
e Bal. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but 
what did that Gentleman with you? . 
ly Bull. Why Sir he entertain'd me with a fine Story 
r, of a great Sea-Fight between the Hungarians, I think it 
il was, and the W:ld-Iriſp. | 

Kite. And ſo, Sir, while we were in the Heat of Battle 

—the Captain carry'd off the Baggage. 

H Bal. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 
* Captain, give him my humble Service, and deſire him 
d to diſcharge the Wench, though he has liſted her. 
d Bull. Ay, and if ſhe ben't free for that he ſhall have 
e, another man in her Place. 4 5 
c Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Quar- 
7, ters inſtead of the Captain's. ( Aſide.) | oo 
; | [Exeant Kite and Bullock. 
L | 
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Bal. We muſt get this mad Captain his Comple- 
ment of Men, and ſend him packing, elſe he'll over- 
ran the Country. 

Wor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 
ter's Diſdain. 7 

Bal. | like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another Fel- 
low at his Age. But how goes your Aﬀair with Melinda ? 

Wor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, but J 
think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or I fancy 
Venus had been dallying with her Cripple Vulcan when 
my Amour commenc'd, which has made it go on ſo 
lamely ; my Miſtreſs has got a Captain too, but ſuch a 

Captain! As I live, yonder he comes. 

Bal. Who? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh! I don't 
know him. \ 

Wor. But I engage he knows you, and every Body at 
firſt Sight; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were not 
his Ignorance proportionable ; he has the moſt univerſal 
Acquaintance of any Man living, for he won't be alone, 
and Nobody will keep him Company twice; then he's a 
Cæſar among the Women, Veni, Vidi, Vici, that's all. 
If he has but talk'd with the Maid, be ſwears he has 
lain with the Miſtreſs ; but the moſt ſurpriſing Part of 
his Character is his Memory, which is the moſt prodi- 
gious, and the moſt trifling in the World. 

Bal. I have known another acquire ſo much by Tra- 
vel, as to tell you the Names of moſt Places in Exrope, 
with their Diſtances of Miles, Leagues, or Hours, as 
punQually as a Poſt-Boy ; but for any Thing elſe, as 

ignorant as the Horſe that carries the Mail. 

Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Travd- 
ler's Privilege of Lying, and even that he abuſes ; this 
is the Picture, behold the Life. 
| Enter Brazen. 

Brax. Mr Worthy, I'm your Servant, and fo forth, 
—  — — Hark'e, my Dear. 

Wir. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not Man- 
ners, and when Nobody's by, tis fooliſh. 

Brax. Company! Mort de ma Vie! | beg the Gen» 
tleman's Pardon; who is he? 

- Wir. Aſt him. 

Brax. $6 I will. My Dear, T am your Servant, 
and fo forth; — your e, my Dear. Bal. 
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Bal. Very Laconick, Sir. q 

Braz. Laconick! A very good Name truly; I have 
known ſeveral of the Lacenicks Abroad: Poor Jack 
Laconick ! He was killed at the Battle of Landen. I 
remember that he had a Blue Ribbon in his Hat that 
very Day, and after he fell, we found a Piece of Neat's 
Tongue in his Pocket. | 

Bal. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we 
them, at Landen ? 

Brax. The French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you a 
Jacobite ? 

Bal. Why that Queſtion ? 

Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 
the French durſt attack us—No, Sir, we attack'd them 
on the have Reaſon to remember the Time, for I had 
Two-and-twenty Horſes kill'd under me that Day. 

Wor. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 

Bal. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countrymen, you rid 
upon Half a Dozen Horſes at once. 

Braz. What do ye mean, Gentlemen? I tell you they 
were kill'd, all torn to Pieces by Cannon-Shot, except 
Six I ſtak'd to Death upon the Enemies Chevaux de Friſe. 

Bal. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name? 

Braz. Brazen, at your Service. | 

Bal. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name ; I have known 
ſeyeral of the Brazens Abroad. 

Wer. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir? 

Brax. Is he any Thing related to Frank Plume in Nortb- 
amptonſhire ? Honeſt Frank many, many a dry Bot- 
tle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt ; you muſt have known 
his Brother Charles that was concerned in the India 
Company ; he marry'd the Daughter of old Tongue-Pad, 
the Maſter in Chancery, a very pretty Woman, only 
ſquinted a little; ſhe dy'd in Childbed of her Firſt 
Child, but the Child ſurviv'd ; *twas a Daughter, but 
whether *twas call'd Margaret or Margery, upon my 
Soul, I can't remember, (Looking on his Watch.) But, 
Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, a Twenty Thouſand 
Pounder, preſently, upon the Walk by the Water— 
IW:rthy, your Servant, Laconick, yours. [ Exit. 

we. If you = have ſo mean an Opinion of Melinda, 
as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to give 
you Cauſe to be ſo, 1 , Wes. 
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1 I, don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much oe 

ns bertel fa Lover, as to ſet up a Rival; 

— 5 Credit to be given to his Words, I mon d b. 
Men Melinda had made him this Aſſignation; Im 
go ſee; Sir, ond ardon me. LEV. 

Bal. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſinefs—But 
what haye we got here? _ | 

Enter Roſe ing ging. | 1 

Reſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, ard .* 

ride ſingle uf on a white Horſe with a Star, . 4 

Velvet Side-ſaddle; and J ſhall go to Londen, and 4 

. the Tombs, and the LIE and the Queen. Sir, — 1 

pleaſe your N have often ſeen 5 Worſhj p 

ride "throu k our ' Grounds a hunting, begging your 

| Worſhip” 1 what may this Lice? be worth a 

Yard 25 [Shewwing Jome Lite. 

Bal. Right Mecblin, by this Light! Where did you 
ber this Late, Child? 

. Roſe, No. Matter for that, Sir, I came boneftly by if. 

Bal: I queſti6h it much. Fes 

Roe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Tarkey- ſhell Snu 
and fine Mangere, ſee here, [T, en Sun afeedly. ] Th 
Captain learn'd me how to take it with an Air. 

Fal. O ho! the Captain! Now the Murder's out; 
and ſo the Captain taught you to take it with an Air 11 

Raſe. Yes, and give it With an Air too— Will 
Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff? [Offers rhe Box a ee, 
Bal. You are a very apt Scholar 1 5 Maid. And 
pray, what did you Me ths Captain 125 theſe NED * 

0 Roſe. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and 

4 or three Sweet hearts I have in the Country; they ſhall 
#4 all go with the Captain: O he's the fineſt Man, and the 
m_ ] humbleſt withal ; wou'd you believe it, Sir, be carry'd 
_ me up with him to his own Chamber, with as much 
1 Fam- mam- mill-yararality as if I had been the beſt Lady 


ij 
1 in the Land. 
. | Bal. Oh! he's a mighty familiar arias: a0 ban be. 
1 Euter Plume Agi. | 
þ Plume. But it is not % 
. TA With thoſe that 40%, | 
+44 Tro Froft and Snow, 


Mt apropo, 
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My Maid with the Milking-pail, 208 
HIS | 7 akes hold of Roſe. 
How, the Juſtice ! then I'm arraign'd, condemn'd, and 
executed. * 
Bal. O my noble Captam! 
 Reoje. And my noble Captain too, Sir, | 

Plume. *Sdeath, Child, are you mad ?——Mr. Ha- 
lance, I am ſo full of Buſineſs about my Recruits, that 
I ha'n't a Moment's Time to—I have juſt now Three. 
or Four People to ——ꝛ | 14% 

Bal. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you=— 

RojJe. And ſo mutt I too, Captain. 

Plame, Any other Time, Sir, I cannot for my Life, Sir. 
Bal. Pray, Sir . 9 
Plane. Twenty Thouſand Things -I wou'd - but 
now, Sir, pray Devil take me—l cannot -I muſt 


. AA [ Breaks @&*way 
Bal. Nay, I'II follow you. Ie. 
5 17 And L too. . 


* . 


2 pra 1 A by Exit, 
CE N E, The Walk by the "Is, | 
Enter Melinda and ber Maid Lucy. 
Mel. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or 
Pendants, or Knots? or in what Shape was the Al- 
mighty Gold transform'd, that hay brib'd you ſo much 
in his Favour? ./ | Ren . avert” $ 
Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had from the Cap- 
tain, was only a fmall Piece of Flanders Lace for a Cap. 
Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent from 
Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is from 
their Women to them. I Vear bring over a 
Cargo of Lace, to cheat the King of his Duty, and his 
Subjects of their Honeſty. nog 
Luc. They only barter one Sort of prohibited Goods 
for another, Madam. | | 
Mel. Has any of em been bartering with you, Mrs. 
Pert, that you talk ſo like a Trader ? | 
Luc.” One wonld imagine, Madam, by your Concern 
for Worihy's Abſence, that you ſhould uſe him better 
when he's with you. | "= 
Mel. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for his 
Abſence ? I'm only vex'd that I've had nothing ſaid to 
me theſe two Days; One may like the e 
a * pi 
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ſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one may love the Treaſon, 
and hate the Traitor. O! here comes another Captain, 
and a Rogue that has the Confidence to make Love to 
me; but, indeed, I don't wonder at that, when he has 
the Aſſurance to fancy himſelf a fine Gentleman. 
| Luc, If he ſhou'd ſpeak o' th' Aſſignation, I ſhou'd be 
Tuin'd, [ {ide 

Enter Brazen. 

Brazen, True to the Touch, faith! [ 4/de.] Madam, I 
am your humble Servant, and all that, Madam ? A fine 
River this ſame Severn— Do you love Fiſhing, Madam? 

Mel. *Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lovers. 

Brax. Ill go buy Hooks and Lines preſently ; for 
you muſt know, Madam, that I have ſerv'd in Flanders 

againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, and in 

Tangier againſt the Moors, and I was never ſo much in 
Love before; and ſplit me, Madam, in all the Cam- 
paigns I ever made, i have not ſeen ſo fine a Woman as 

your Ladyſhip. 

- Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw I never had ſo 
fine a Compliment: But you Soldiers are the beſt bred 
Men, that we muſt allow. 

Braz. Some of us, Madam— But there are Brutes 
among us tbo, very ſad Brutes; for my own Part, I 
have always had the good Luck to prove e— 
I have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam — I might 
have marry'd a German Princeſs, worth Fifty Thouſand 
Crowns a Year, but her Stove diſguſted me. The 
Daughter of a Turki//þ Baſhaw fell in Love with me too, 
when I was Priſoner among the Infidels ; ſhe offer'd to rob 
her Father of his Treaſure, and make her Eſcape with me : 
But 1 don't know how, my Time was not come: Hang- 
ing and Marriage, you know, go by Deſtiny : Fate has 

erv'd me for a Shropſhire Lady worth Twenty Thouſand 
Pounds—Do you know any ſach Perſon, Madam ? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb! [A de.] Fo be ſure, a 

eat many Ladies of that Fortune wou'd be proud of 

* Name of Mrs. Brazen. 

Bra. Nay, for that Matter, Madam, there are Woe 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 
Enter Worthy. 
Mel. O! are you there, Gentleman ?—Come, Captain, 
we'll walk this Way, give me your Hand. Fran. 


FR. 2> £7; £ 
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Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your 
Service—Mr. Worthy, your Servant, my Dear. 

[ Exit. leading Melinda. 

Wor. Death and Fire! this is not to be borne. 

Enter Plume. 

Plume. No more it 1s, faith. 

Wor. What ? 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been 
doubly ſerving the King—raiſing Men, and raiſing the 
Exciſe—Recruiting and Elections are rare Friends to the 
Exciſe. 

War. You a'n't drunk. 

Plume No, no, whimſical only; I cou'd be mighty 
fooliſh, and fancy myſelf mighty witty. Reaſon ſtill 
keeps it's Throne, but it nods a httle, that's all. 

Wer. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. | 

Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the Pit. 

War. There's your Play then, recover me that Veſſel 
from that Tangerine. . * ä 

Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann'd? 

Wor. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to-day ; 
ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a Firſt-Rate, I can aſſure you; 
He ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on purpoſe to affront 
me; but according to your Advice I wou'd take no Notice, 
becauſe I wou'd ſeem to be above a Concern for hex 
Behaviour ; but bave a Care of a Quarrel. 

Plume. No, po, I never quarrel with any Thing in my 
Cups but an Oyſter Wench, or a Cook Maid; and if 
they ben't civil, I knock em down. But heark'e, my 
Friend, VII make Love, and I muſt make Love. I tell 
you what, II] make Love like a Platoon. 

Vir. Platoon, how*s that? 

Plume. I'll kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand, faith; moſt Ladies 
are gain'd by Platooning. | 


or. Here they come; I muſt leave you. [ Exit, 
Plume. Soh ! now muſtI look as ſober, and as demure, 
as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 


Enter Brazen and Melinda, 
Show, Os that ? Madam ? 
el. A Brother-Officer of yours, 1 fappoſe, Sir. 
Brax. Ay—My Dear, [To Plume, 
Plume, My Dear, [ Run and embrace. 
| Brax. 


* 
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Bras. My dear Boy, how is't? Vour Name, my 
Dear ? If I be not miſtaken I have ſeen your Face. 
Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Liſe, My Dear— 


But there's a Face well known, as the Sun's, that ſhines 
on all, and is by all.ador'd. 


Brax. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? 

Plume. Pretenſions ! | | 
Brax. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerved Abroad ? 
Plume. IJ have ferv'd at Home, Sir, for Ages ſerv'd 


this cruel Fair—And that will ſerve the Turn, Sir. 


Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands—I fee Wor- 
thy yonder— I cou'd be content to be Friends with him, 


wou'd he come this Way. LAladte. 


Brax. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir ? 
Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding. 
Thou Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian's Plains, 
Ea ad Nymphs, aud worſhipp*d by the Swains, 
Brax. *Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet. ſhall be out 
Behold, how humbly does the Severn plide, 
To greet thte, Princt/s of the Severn Side. 
- Brax. Don't mind him, Madam—If he were not fo 
well dreſs'd I ſhou'd take him for a Poet But I'll ſhew 
you the Difference preſently= Come, Madam—We'l! 
place you between us, and now the longeſt Sword car- 
ries her. 143-1 [Draws. 


LF Mel. [Shrieking.] 
d Enter Worthy. 


Oh! Mr. Worthy, fave me from theſe Madmen. 
ih 24 [Exit with Worthy, 
Plume, Ha, ha, ha! Why don't you follow, Sir, and 
Sght the bold Raviſher ? | 
Brax. No, Sir, you are my Man. £70 
Plane. I don't like the Wages, I won't be your Man, 
. $rak. Then you're not worth my Sword. 
Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt ? 
Brax. It coſt me Twenty Piſtoles in France, and my 
Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 
Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. 
| Enter Sylvia in Man's Apparel, 
Hl. Save ye, fave ye, Gentlemen. 
5 k 


Srax. 


* 
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Brax. My Dear, I'm yours. 
Plume. Do you know the Gentleman? | 
Braz. No, but 1 will preſently—Your Name, my 
Der? en ö 
yl. Wilful ; Fack Wilful ; at your Service. 
; ood 3 2 Wilfuls, or thoſe of Staf- 
ford/hhire ? * 
Sy]. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the Vilfuli in 
Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at preſent. 
Plume. Do you live in this Country, Sir? 
Syl. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand; I have neither 
Home, Houſe, nor Habitations, beyond this Spot of 
Ground. 04 | 
Braz. What are you, Sir ? 
Sy. A Rake. | 
Plume. In the Army, I preſume. 
Sy. No, but I intend to lift immediately—Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me. 
Brax. Sir, I'll prefer you, Vil make you a Corporal 
this Minute. 
| Plume, Corporal! I'll make you my Companion, you 
mall eat with me. TITS ; 


Brax. You ſhall drink with me. ns. 
Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you young Rogue. 
| , | Kits. 


Brax. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty. 

$yl. Then you maſt make me a Field- Officer. A 

Plume. Pho, pho, pho, I'll do more than all this 11 
make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for Serj eant. 

Brax. Can you read and write, Sir? 

Hl. Yes. 

Brax. Then your Buſineſs is done—Pll make you 
Chaplain to the Regiment. | 

Sy. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a Lofs to 
chuſe; there is one Plume, that I hear much commended, 
in Town; pray which of you is Captain Plume? 

Plume. I am Captain Plume. | | 

Brax. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 

Syl. Hey day! © (3 hrpared ee 4- 5 

Plume.” Captain Plume! I'm your Servant, my Dear. 

Brax. Captain Brazen ! I'm yours—the Fellow dares 
Us g.. Aldi. 
* Fer 


| Enter Kite, 
Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe. “ Goes to whiſper Plume. 
Plume, No, no, there's your Captain. Capt. Plume, 
your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtakes me for you. 

Brax. He's an incorrigible Sot.— Here, my Hector of 
Helborn, here's Forty Shilings for you. 

Plume. I forbid the Banns.— Look e, Friend, you ſhall 
liſt with Captain Braxen. | 

Syl. I will fee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt ; I will liſt 
with Captain Plume, I am a Free-born Eng/i/hman, and 
will be a Slave my own Way—Look'e, Sir, will you 
ſtand by me? | (To Brazen. 

Braz. I warrant you, my Lad. 

Sy. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, (To 
Plume) that you are an ignorant, pretending, impudent 
Coxcomb. 

Braz. Ay, ay, a ſad Dog. | 

Sl. A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
Captain Plume. 

Plume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen ? 

Hl. 1 won't. 4 

Brax. Never mind him, Child, I'Il end the Diſpute 
preſently—Heark'e, my Dear, ; 

[Takes Plume t one Side of the Stage, and entertains 
him in dumb Show. . 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, I 
am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. | 

Hl. What! you are Serjeant Ae ? 

Kite. At your Service. 

Sy. Then I wou'd not take your Oath for a Farthing. 

Kite. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age! Pray 
Sir, let me look you full in your Face ? 

Sy]. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 

Kite. The very Image of my Brother; two Bullets of 


the ſame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure it muſt be 


Charles, Charles — 
Sy. What d'ye mean by Charle: ? | 
Kite, The Voice too, only a little Variation in Ea 
x! flat : My dear Brother, for I muſt call you ſo, if you 
ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the moſt noble 
Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Comrade, 
Hl. No, Sir, Ill be the Captain's Comrade, if any 
y 8. | Kites 
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Kite. Ambition there again ! *Tis a noble Paſſion for 
a Soldier ; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Am- 
bition ! I ſee a Commiſſion in his Face already : Pray, 
noble Captain, give me Leave to ſalute you. 

| (Offers to kiſs her. 

Syl. What, Men kiſs one another, X 

Kite. We Officers do; tis our Way; we live together 
like Man and Wife, always either kiſſing or fighting: 
—But I ſee a Storm coming. : 

Hl. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Captain 
by your knocking down the other. 

Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. 

Brax. How = ybu contend for any Thing, and not 
dare to draw your Sword? But you are a young Fellow, 
and have not been much abroad; I excuſe that ; but 
PROT reſign the Man, prithee do; you are a very honelt 

ellow. | 

Plume. You lie ; and you are a Son of a Whore. 

- (Draws, and makes up to Brazen, 

Braz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for the 
Lady? ( Retiring. 
Plume. I always do—But for a Man I'll fight Knee- 
deep; ſo you lie again. [Plume and Brazen fight a 
Traverſe or tao about the Stage; Sylvia draws, who is 
held by Kite, % ſounds to Arms with his Mouth; takes 
Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her of the Stage. 

Braz. Hold, where's the Man ? 

Plume. Gone. | 

Brax. Then what do we fight for? (Puts up.) Now 
let's embrace, my Dear. 

Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. Putting up.) 
I ſuppoſe Kite has liſted him by this Time. (Enbraces; 

| Kite looks in and ſings 

Braz. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with a 
Man before I make him my Friend; and if once I find 
he will fight, I never quarrel with him afterwards — 
And now Pl tell you a Secret, my dear Friend, that La- 
dy we frighted out of the Walk juſt now, I found in Bed 
this Morning—So beautiful, fo inviting—l preſently 
lock'd the Door—But I'm a man of Honour—But I be- 
lieve I ſhall marry her, nevertheleſs—Her Twenty thou- 

{and Pounds, you know, will be a . 
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had an Aſſgnation with her here, but your coming ſpoil'd 


my Sport. Curſe you, my Dear, but don't do fo agen.— 
Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at 


n 


(The End of the Third A C T.) 


STS ET, 


SCENE, The Walk continues, 
Enter Roſe and Bullock, meeting. 


Roe. NX 7 HERE have you been, you great Booby ? 


You are always out of the Way in the Time 
of Preferment. | | 

Bull. Preferment ! who ſhou'd prefer me? 

Roe. I wou'd prefer you! who ſhou'd prefer a Man 
but a Woman ? Come, throw away that great Club, hold 
up your Head, cock your Hat, and look big. | 

Bull. Ah Rouſe, Reuſe, 1 fear ſomebody will look big 
ſooner than Folk think of :—Here has been Cartwheel 


your Sweetheart, what will become of him ? 


RoJe. Look'e, I'm a great Woman, and will provide 


for my Relations:—1I told the Captain how finely he 


play'd upon the Tabor and Pipe, ſo he has ſet him down 
for Drum-Major. | "2 

Bull. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place for 
me? you know I have always lov'd to be a drumming, if 
it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. | 

h Enter Sylvia, | 

Sy/. Had I but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, I fancy 
my Breeches weu'd become me as well as any ranting , 
Fellow of *em all, for I take a bold Step, a rakiſh Toſs, 
a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air, to be the principal 
Ingredients in the Compoſition of a Captain—What's 


here, Roe? my Nurſe's Daughter! Pll go and practiſe 


— Come, Child, kiſs me at once, (Kies Roſe) and her 
Brother too! — Well, honeſt Dungferk, do you know the 


Difference between a Horſe and a Cart, and a Cart 
. Horſe, eh? | 


Bull. I preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, by 


\ your Cloaths and your Courage. 
. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be contented to liſt, 
Friend ? | 


10 Kgſe. No, no, though your Worſhip be a handſome Man, 


there 
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there be others as fine as you; my Brother is engag'd to 


Captain Plume. 

Syl. Plume Do you know Captain Plume ? 

Roe. Yes, I do, and he knows me—He took. the Rib- 
bands out of his Shirt Sleeves, aud put 'em into my 
Shoes. See there I can aſſure _ that I can do any 
Thing with the Captain. 

Bull, That is, in a modeſt Way, Sie, — Have a Care 
what you ſay, Rouſe, don't ſhame your Parentage. 

Rae. Nay, for that Matter, I am not ſo ſimple as to 
ſay that 1 = do any Thing with the Captain, but what 
I may do with any Body elle. 

4 $y/. So !——And pray what do you expect from this 

aptain, Child ? 

Roe. I expect, Sir !—I expet—But he order'd me to 
tell Nobody—But ſuppoſe that he ſhou'd propoſe to 
marry me? 

Hl. You ſhou'd have a Care, my Dear, Men will pro- 
miſe any Thing before-hand. 

Roſe. I know that, but he promis d to marry me after - 
Wards. Na. 

Bull. ads, Rosh, — have you ſaid,? | 5 

1 Afterwards? after what ? | 
| . After I had fold my Chickens —1 py there's. 
7; no Harm in that. 


Eater blame.” 11 
Plane, What, Mr. Wilful, N with my Market. 


oman |! 
Y Sy I'll try if he loves her. 0 be.) Cloſe, Sir, 27 
8 and cloſer yet, Sir. Come, my pretty aid, you and I. 
5 will withdraw a. little.” 
lune. No, no, Friend, I ha'u't done with her yet. 


Syl. Nor have l begun with her, ſo 1 have as good, 
Right as you have. 
Plume. Nn im puden ns Bellow !. | 
Syl. Sir, I wou'd quality mel or the Lerrice. 
Plume, Haſt thou really a Mind to the % 
Hl. Yes, Sir: So let her go. a | 
| Roje., Pray, Gentlemen, don't be ſo dieiene 
Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice — Will 
you belong to me, or to that Gentleman? 


Roſe, Let me conſider, you're both very handſome. 
Plume. 


L 
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| | Plume. Now the natural Inconſtancy of her Sex be- 


gins to work, 

Reſe. Pray Sir what will you give me? 

Bull. Danna be angry, Sir, that my Siſter ſhould be 
be mercenary, for ſhe's but young. 

S. Give thee, Child — P11 ſet thee above Scandal 
ou ſhall have a Coach with Six before, and Six be- 
ind; a FEquipage to make Vice faſhionable, and put 

Virtue oof Countenance. 

Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done 3. I'll do more for thee, 
Child, Il buy you a Furblow-Scarf, and give you a 
Ticket to ſee a Play. 

Bull. A Play! Wauns Rov/e, take the Ticket, and 
let's ſee the Show. 

Syl. Look'e, Captain, if you wont reſign, I'll go liſt 
with Captain Brazen this Minute. | 

Plume. wu you liſt with me If I give up my Title? 

Syl. I wilt. | 

Plume. Take her, I'll change a Woman for a Man at 
any Time. | 

Roſe. I have heard before, indeed, that you Captains 
us'd to ſell your Men. 

* 1 Pray Captain, do not ſend Rox/e to the-Weftern- 
dies. | 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, W:f-Indie: ! No, no, my honeſt 
Lad, give me thy Hand; nor you, nor ſhe, ſhall move 
a Step farther than I do— This Gentleman is one of us, 
and will be kind to you, Mrs. Roe. 

Ro/e. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the Cap- 
tain wou'd? 

Hy. I can't be al ſo kind to you, my Circum- 
ſtances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but Pll take 
Care of you, upon my Word. a 

Plume. Ay, ay, we II all take Care of her; ſhe ſhall live 
like a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be—What 
wou'd you be ? 

Bull. O! Sir! If you had not promis d the Place of 

| Drum-Major—— 

Plume. Ay, that is promis'd—But what think you of 
Barrack-Maſter ? You are a Perſon of Underſtanding, 
and Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be.——But what's become / 
of this ſame Cartaubeel you told me of, my Dear! 
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Nee. We'll go fetch him. — Come, Brother Barrack- 
Maſter— We ſhall find you at Home, noble Captain ? 

[ Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 

Plume, Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your Forty 
Shillings. 

Syl. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money; if I 

do ſerve, tis purely for Love—of that Wench I mean— 
For you muſt know, that among my other Sallies, Pre 
ſpent the beſt Part of my Fortune in Search of a Maid, 
: and cou'd never find one hitherto; ſo you may be aſſur'd 
I'd not ſell my Freedom under a leſs Purchaſe than I 
did my Eftate—So before I liſt, I muſt be certify'd that 
this Gul is a Virgin. 

Plume. Mr. Wilful, I. can't tell you how you can be. 
certify'd in that Point till you try; but upon my Ho- 
nour ſhe may be a Veſtal for ought that I know to the 
contrary. I gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome trifling 
Preſents -and Promiſes, and knowing that the beſt Secu- 
rity for a Woman's Heart is her Perſon, I wou'd have 
made myſelf Maſter of that too, had not the Jealouſy 
of my impertinent Landlady interpoſed. 

Sy. So you only want an Opportunity for accom- 
olithing your Deſigns _—_ her. 

Plume. Not at all; I have already gain'd my Ends, 
which were only the drawing in One or Two of her 
Followers. Kiſs the prettieſt Country Wenches, and 
you are ſure of liſting the luſtieſt Fellows. | 

Hl. Well, Sir, I am fatisfy'd as to the Point in De- 
bate; but now let me beg you to lay aſide your re- 
cruiting Airs; put on the Man of Honour, and tell 
me plainly what Uſage I muſt expect when I am under 
your Command ? 

Plume. Your Uſage will chiefly depend upon your 
Behaviour ; only this you muſt expeR, that if you com- 
mit a ſmall Fault, I will excuſe it; if a great one, I'II 
diſcharge you; for ſomething tells me I ſhall not be able 
to puniſh you. | ; 

Hl. And ſomething tells me, that if you do diſch 
me, *twill be the greateſt Puniſhment you can inflict; for 
were we this Moment to go upon the greateſt Dangers 
/ in your Profeflion, they wou'd be leſs terrible to me, 

than to ſtay behind you And now your Hand, this liſts 
, me—And now you are my Captain. Plume. 
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Plume. Your Friend, (Kiſſes ber.) Sdeath! There's 


ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. 

S. One Favour I muſt beg—This Affair will make 
fome Noiſe, and I have ſome 5 riends that wou'd cenfure 
my Conduct, if I threw myſelf into the Circumſtance 
of a private Centinel of my own Head I muſt there- 
fore take Care to be impreſt by the Act of Parliament, 
you ſhall leave that to me. 

Plume. What vou pleaſe as to * you lodge 
at my Quareers 1 in the mean Time ? You mall have Part 


af m 
* 5105 O fy ef Lie with, a common Soldier !. Wou'd not. 
you Fra e with a common Woman ? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
imagines : I've got an Air of Freedom, which People 
miſtake for Lew neſs in me, as they. miſtake Formality 
in others for Religion, —Will you lie wich me ? 
| © $yl. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe; * s to el 
Bedfellow, you know. be kind * 

ng I had forgot: pray e to her. . 

[Exeunt 1 . 
Enter Melinda and Lucy. 

Mel. *Tis the greateſt Misfortune in / Nature for a 
Woman to want a Confident : We are ſo weak, that we 
can do nothing without Aſliſtance, and then a Secret 
racks us worſe than the Cholic I am at this Minute ſo 


2 of a Secret, that Pm ready c een me, 


E Bleſs me, Madam! What's.the Matter 2, 14 
Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover If Sylvia 


were in Town, I coy'd heartily forgive her Faults for the 
Eaſe of OO my ow. 


Lucy. You are though adam! not I worth 
to know the Cauſe ? Want n y 


Mel. O Lug! L. can hold my ed de longer: You 
muſt know, thit hearin of the famous Fortune-teller in 
Town, I went diſpuis* 2 to fatisfy a Curioſity which has: 
coſt me dear: That Fellow is certainly the Devil, or one 
of his Boſom- Favourites; he has told me the moſt ſur - 
prizing Things of my paſt Life. 

' Lucy. Things paſt, Madam, cap hardly be reckon'd 
ſurp Pau becauſe we know. chem already. Did he tell 
you any hing furprizing. that was ko, come ? Me. 
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Mel. One Thing very ſurprizing ; he ſaid I ſhou'd die 
a Maid! 

Luc. Die a Maid! Come into the World for nothing 
Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it might come 
to paſs; for the bare Thought on't might il one in 
Four- and-twenty Hours— And did you ak him any 
Queſtions about me? 

Mel. You! Why I paſs'd for you. 8 
Luc. So 'tis I that am to die a Maid—But the Devil 


was a Liar from the Beginning, he can't make me die a 


Maid — I've put it out of his Power already. [Alide. 
Mel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, and 
call'd myſelf Lucy; but he preſently told me my Name, 
my Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the whole Hiſ- 
tory of my Life — He told me of a Lover I had in chis 
Country, and deſcribed Worthy exactly, but in nothing 
ſo well as in his preſent Indifference.—l fled to him for 
Refuge here, 'To-day, he never ſo much as encourag'd me 
in my Fright, but coldly told me, that he was ſorry forthe 
Accident, becauſe it might give the Town Cauſe to cen- 
ſure my ConduR, excus'd his not waiting on me Home, 
made me a Careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: *Sdeith! 1 
cou'd have ſtab'd him, or myſelf, *twas the ſame Thing 
— Yonder he comes—l will ſo uſe him! 
Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
tune-teller told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times ge, 
it is not impoſſible for a Woman to die a Maid. 


Enter Worthy. 

Mel. No matter. 

Wor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I maſt ſtrike while the Iron 
is hot—You've a great deal of Courage, Madam, to ven- 
ture into the Walks where you were ſo lately frighten'd. 

Mel. And you have a Quantity of Impudence to ap- 
pear before me, that you have ſo lately aff onted, 

Hor. I had no Deſign to affront you, nor appear be- 
fore you either, Madam: I left you hete, becauſe I had 


| Buſineſs in another Place, and came hither thinking to 


meet another Perſon. - 

Mel. Since you find yourſelf diſappointed, I hope 
you'll withdraw to another Part of the Walk. 

Wor. The walk is broad enough for us both. [They 
walk by one another, he with hi; Hat cock'd ſbe fretting 
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and tearing her Fan.] Will you pleaſe to take Snuff, Ma- 


dam? [ He offers her his box, ſhe ſtrikes it cut of his Hand; 
avhile he is gathering it up, Brazen takes her round the Waiſt 


ſhe cui bim. 
Enter Brazen. 


Brax. What, here before me, my Dear? 

Mel. What means this Inſolence ? 

Luc. Are you mad! Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? 

| To Brazen, 

Brax. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind Worthy / odſo! well 
turn'd— My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers Ends—Ma- 
dam, I aſk your Pardon, 'tis our Way abroad—Mr. Nor- 
thy, you're the happy Man. 

Mor. I don't envy your Happineſs very much, if the 
Lady can afford no other Sort of Favours but what ſhe 
has beſtow'd upon you. 

Mel. Pm ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, for it was de- 
ſign'd for = Mr. Worthy ; and be afſur'd *tis the laſt 
and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands.—Cap- 
tain, I aſk your Pardon— | [ Exit with Lucy, 

Brax. I grant it—You ſee, Mr. Worthy, *twas only a 
Random Shot, it might have taken off your Head as well 
as mine; Courage, my Dear, *tis the Fortune of War; 
but the Enemy has thought fit to withdraw, I think. 

Wor. Withdraw ! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by with- 
draw ? 7 

Brax. I'll ſhew you. 

Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Ad- 
vice has ruin'd me: *Sdeath! why ſhould I, that knew 
her haughty Spirit, be ruPd by a Man that's a Stranger 
to her Pride? | | 

Enter Plume, | 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal! Don't frown ſo, 
Man, ſhe's your own, PII tell you: I faw the Fury of 
her Love in the Extremity of her Paſſion: The Wildneſs 
of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves you to Mad- 
neſs. That Rogue Kite began the Battle with Abun- 
dance of Conduct, and will bring you off victorious, 
my Life on't; he plays his Part admirably, ſhe's to be 
with him again preſently. ‚ 

Mor. But what cou'd be the Meaning of Braxen's 
Familiarity with her? 

2 Plume 
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Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the Actions of Fools: — Whim, un- 
accountable Whim, hurries 'em on like a Man drunk 
with Brandy before Ten o'Clock in the Morning—Burt 
we loſe our Sport - Kite has open'd above an Hour ago, 
let's away, [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, A Chamber; a Table with Burks and Globes. 

Kite di/guis'd in a flrange Habit, fitting at a Table. 

Kite. | Rifing.] By the Poſition of the Heavens, gain'd 
from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial Globes, I find 
that Luna was a Tide-Waiter, Sol a Surveyor, Mercy 
a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn an Alderman, Jupiter 
a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant of Grenadiers ; and this 
is the Syſtem of Kite the Conjurer. 

Enter Plume and Worthy. 

Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? 

Kite. I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor al- 
ready ; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the other 
a Major of Dragoons—I am to manage them at Night 
— Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. Worthy ? 

Wor. Ay, but it won't do—Have you ſhew'd her her 
Name, that I tore off from the Bottom of the Letter ? 

Kite. No. Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. - 

Plume. What Letter ? 

Mor. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for Fear that 
you ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt. Here, 
Captain, put it into your Pocket-Book, and have it 
ready upon Occaſion. [ Knocking at the Door, 

Kite. Officers to your Poſts. Tzcho, mind the Door. 
[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Der, 

Enter Melinda and Lucy, 

Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 

Mel. Don't trouble yourſelf, we ſha'n't ſtay, Doctor. 
Kite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than you 
imagine, | 

Mel. For what ? | 

Kite. For a Huſband - For your Part, Madam, you 
won't ſtay for a Huſband. [Z Lucy. 

Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Stars, 
or the Devil? 

: Kite. With both; when I have the Deſtinies of Men 
in Search, I conſult the Stars; when the Affairs of Wo- 
C 2 .men 
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men come under my Hands, I adviſe with my tother 
Friend. 

Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my Ac- 
count ? 

Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Table. 

Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's be 

one, | | 
a Kite. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 
conſult him? X 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that be- 
cauſe 'm a Woman, I'm to be fooPd out of my Reaſon, 
or frighted out of my Senſes ! Come, ſhew me this Devil. 

Kiie. He's a little buſy at preſent 3 but when he has 
done, he ſhall wait on you. 

Mel. What is he doing ? i 
Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket-Book. 

Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you or he 
to do with my Name?; 

Kite. Look'e, fair Lady—the Devil is a very modeſt 
Perfon, he ſeeks Nobody unleſs they ſeek him firſt ; he's 
chain'd vp like a Maſtiff, and can't ſtir unleſs he be let 
looſe—You came to me to have your Fortune told 
Do you think, Madam, that I can anſwer you of m 
cen Head? No, Madam, the Affairs of Women are ſo 
irregular, that nothing leſs than the Devil can give any 
Account of 'em. Now to convince you of your Incre- 
dulity, I'll ſhew you a Trial of my Skill—Here, you 
Cacademo del Pluma—FExert your Power, draw me this 
Lady's Name, the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and 
CharaQters of her own Hand-writing—do it at Three. 
Motions—One—Two—Three—'tis done—Now, Ma- 
dam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Maid to fetch it? 

Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 

Mel. My Name in my own Hand-writing ! that wou'd 
be convincing indeed. 

Kite. Secing's believing. [Gees to the Tabir, lifts up 
the Carpet.) Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the 
Bone, Sirrah. There's your Name upon that ſquare 
Piece of Paper, behold— 

Mel. Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a Tittle. 

Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like 
your Hand neither; and now I look nearer, *tis not 
like your Hand at all. Kite, 
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Kite. Here's a Chamber-maid now will out-lye the 
Devil ! 

Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſhan't impoſe upon us; 
People can't remember their Hands no more than they 
can their Faces .Come, Madam, let us be certain, 
write your Name upon this Paper, then we'll compare 
*em. [Takes out a Paper, and folds it. 

Kite. Any Thing for your Satisfaction, Madam— 
Here's Pen and Ink. 

[Melinda writes, Lucy Holde the Paper. 

Luc. Let me ſee it, Madam: 'tis the ſame—the very 
ſame-- But I'll ſecure one Copy for my own Affairs. [ ide. 

Mel. This is Demonſtration. 

Kite. is fo, Madam— The Word Demonſtration 
comes from Dæ mon the Father of Lies. 

Mel. Well, Docter, I'm convinc'd; and now, pray, 
what Account can you give of my future Fortune ? 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe roand this 
earthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd for Happineſs 
or Miſery. 

Mel. What! fo near the Criſis of my Fate! 

Kite. Let me ſee — About the Hour of Ten To- morrow 
Morning, you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, who will 
come to take his Leave of you, being deſigned for Tra- 
vel ; his Intentiou of going abroad? 1s ſudden, and the 
Occaſion a Woman. Your Fortune and his are like the 
Bullet and the Barrel, one runs plump into the other 
In ſhort, if the Gentleman travels, he will die abroad; 
and if he does, you will die before he comes home. 

Mel. What Sort of a Man is he? | 

Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lover; 
=o, 15, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great 
Foo 

Mel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam—becauſe it is fo—A Woman's 
Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a Fool, 

Mel. Ten o'Clock, you fay ? 

Kite. Ten about the Hour cf Tea-diinking 
throughout the Kingdom. 

Mel. Here Doctor. [Gives Moncy.] Lucy, have you 
any Queſtions to aſk ? 

Luc. Oh, Madam! a Thouſand. 
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Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another Time ; 
for I expg&t more Company this Minute; beſides, I 
muſt diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table, 

Lac. O pray, dir, diſcharge" us firſt ? 

Kite. Tjcho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 

[Exeunt Melinda and Lucy. 
Enter Worthy and Plume, 

Kite. Mr. Werthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me Joy 
To-day, I hope to be able to return the Compliment 
To- Morrow. 

or. Vil make it the bet Compliment to you that 
ever | made in oy Life, if you do; but J muſt be a 
Traveller, you ſay ? 

Kite No — than the Chops of the Channel, I 
preſume, Sir, 

Plume. That we have concerted already. [| Knockirg 
Bard] Hey day! you don't profeſs Midwifry, Doctor? 

Kite. Away to your Ambulcade. [ Excant Worthy and 
Flame. 


a 
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Enter Brazen. 

Brax. Your Servant, my Dear. 

Kite. Stand off, I have my Familiar already, 

Brax. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear ? 

Kite. Yes, my Dear : but mine is a peceable Spirit, 
and hates Gunpowder. Thus I fortify myſelf ; | Draws 
a Circle round kim.] and now, Captain, have a Care how 
you force my Lines, 

Braz. Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 
ſomething like a Filhing-rod there, indeed ; but I come 
to be — with you, Man. — What's your Name, 
my Dear ? 

Kite, Conundrum. 

Brax. Conundrum ? Rat me, I knew a famous Doctor 
in Londen of your Name—Where were you born? 

Kite. I was born in Algebra. 

Brax. Algebra! Tis no Country in Chriſtendem, I'm ſure, 
unleſs it * ſome Place in the Highlands in Scotland. 

Kite. Right, —I told you I was bewitch'd. 

Brax. So am I, my Dear; I am going to be marry'd 
I have had two Letters from a Lady of Fortune that 
loves me toMadnels, Fits, Cholic, Spleen, and Vapours 
—ſhall I marry her 1a four-and-twenty Hours, ay, or is 

de. 
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Kite. Certainly. 

Brax. Gadſo, ay—— 

Kite. — Or no—But I muſt have the Year and the 
Day of the Month when theſe Letters were dated. 

Bran. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of 
Love-Letter dated with the Year and Day of the 
Month ? Do you think Billet-Doux are like Bank-Bills ? 

Kite. They are not ſo good, my Dear—but if they 
bear no Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 

Brax. Contents! That you ſhall, old Boy, here they 
be both. ; 

Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe Tale. 
the Letter.) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult 
my Books for a Minute, Vil fend this Letter inclos'd to 
you with the Determination of the Stars upon it to 
your Lodgings. 

Brax. With all my Heart—I muſt give him IPA“ 


his Handi in his Pockets.] Algebra! | fancy, Doctor, *tis 


hard to calculate the Place of your Nativity—Here :-— 
[Gives him Money.] And if I ſucceed, I'll build a Watch- 
Tower on the Top of the higheſt Mountain in Hales for the 
Study of Aſtrology, and the Benefit of the Conuadruns. 
Enter Plame and Worthy. [ Ex!-, 
Wor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, let 
me ſee it; and now I have it, I'm afraid to open it. 
Plume. Pho! let me ſee it; [Opening the Letter. ] If 


ſhe be a ſilt.— Damn her, ſhe is one — There's her Name 


at the Bottom on't. 
or. How ! Then Fll travel in good Earneſt—By all 
my Hopes, *tis Lucy's Hand, 

Plume, Lucy's ! 

Mr. Certainly—'Tis no more like Melinda's Che- 
racter than Black is to White. 

Plume, Then 'tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to draw 
in Brazen for a Huſband——But are you ſure 'tis not 
Melinda's Hand ? 

Mor. You ſhall ſee; where's the Bit of Paper I gave 
you juſt now that the Devil writ Me/:nda upon ? 

Kite. Here, Sir. 

Plume. *Tis plain they are not the ſame; and is this 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 
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which made Mr. Balance ſend his Daughter into the 
Country. . 

Wor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I ſhew'd 
you juſt now. I once intended it for another Uſe, but 
T think I have turn'd it now to a better Advantage. 

Plume. But *twas barbarous to conceal this ſo long, 
and to continue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious He- 
reſy of believing that Angelic Creature cou'd change: 
Poor Sy/via / | 

Wor. Rich Sy/via you mean, and poor Captain, ha, 
ha, ha !—Coize, come, Friend, Melinda is true, and 
ſhall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, and may be yours. 

Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes—Bur for her Sake 
I'll recant my Opinion of her Sex. 

By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Dehign, 

Lizht harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as your's and mine, { 

Sallies of Wit, and Yapours of our Wine. 

Others the Juice of the Sex condemn, 

And ewvanting Merit to create Eſteem, ö 

Mou d hide their own Defedts by cenſuring them, 

But they ſecure in their all-conguering Charms, 

Laugh at the v3win Efforts of falſe Alarms; 

He magnifies their Congueſts who complains, 

For none wou'd ſtruggle were they not in Chains. [Exeunt. 

The End of the Fourth ACT. | 
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SCENE, Juſtice Balance's Houſe. 
Enter Balance and Scale. 
Scale. Say, 'tis not to be borne, Mr. Balance. 
Bal. Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my own Patt, 

I ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army ; I only ſpeak in Reference to Captain Plume— 
for the other Spark I know nothing of. 

Scale. Nor can I hear of any Body that does—Oh, 
here they come. 
Enter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſoners, Conſtable and Mob. 

Conft. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them in 
the very Act, re infefta, Sir—'The Gentleman, indeed, 
behav'd himſelf like a Gentleman ; for he drew his 
Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it down and ſaid 
nothing- Ba. 
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Bal. Give the Gentleman his Sword again— Wait 
you without. ( Exeunt Conflable and Watch.) Im ſorry, 


Sir, (To Sylvia,) to know a Gentleman upon ſuch Terms, 


that the Occaſion of our Meeting ſhould prevent the 
Satisfaction of an Acquaintance, 

Syl. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War- 
rant, no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour—My 
Innocence is upon an equal Foot with your Authority. 

Scale. Innocence! have you not ſeduc'd that young 
Maid ? 

Syl. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 

Bul. So ſhe did, I'll ſwear—for ſhe propos'd Mar- 
riage firſt. | 

Bal. What, then you are marry'd, Child? (To Roſe, 

Roje. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 

Bal. Who was Witneſs ? | 

Bull. That was I—I danc'd, threw the Stocking, and 
ſpoke Jokes by their Bedſide, I'm ſure. oY 

Bal. Who was the Miniſter ? 

Bull. Miniſter ! We are Soldiers, and want no Miniſ- 
ter. — They were marry'd by the Articles of War. 

Bal. Hold thy prating, Fool Your Appearance, 
Sir, promiſes ſome Underitanding'; pray, what does this 
Fellow mean ? | 

Sl. He means Marriage, I think—but that you know 
is ſo odd a Thing, that hardly any two People under 
the Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome make it a Sacra- 
ment, others a Convenience, and others make it a [eſt ; 
but among Soldiers 'tis moſt facred—Our Sword, you 
know, is our Honour, that we lay down—The Hero 
jumps over it firſt, and the Amazon after Leap Rogue, 
follow Whore -The Drum beats a Ruff, and lo to Bed; 
that's all; the Ceremony is conciſe. 

Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony ſo full of Paſtime 
and Prodigality.— 

Bal. What! Are you a Soldier ? 

Bull, Ay, that I am—Will your Worſhin lend me 
your Cane, and II! ſhew you how I can exerciſe. 

Bal Take it. {Strikes him over the Head.) Pray, Sir, 
what Commiſſion may you bear? (To Sylvia. 

Sy. Paa call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee- men, 
Drawers, Whores, aud Croom-porters in London; for 

C5 I wear 
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I wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien trouſſee a Piquet 
in my Head, and Dice in my Pocket. 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir ? 

Sy]. Captain Pinch I cock my Hat with a Pinchy I 
take Snuff with a Pinch, pay Whores with a Pinch: in 
ſhort, I can do any Thing at a Pinch, but fight and fill 
my Belly. 

Bal. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shrop- 
ire? g 

4. Sl. A Pinch, Sir: I know you Country Gentlemen 
want Wit, and you know that we Town Gentlemen 
want Money, and ſo 

Bal. 1 underſtand you, Sir—Here, Conſtable—— 

Enter Conſtable. 
Take this Gentleman into Cuſtody till farther Orders. 

Raſe. Pray, your Worſhip, don't be uncivil to him, 
for he did me no Hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs Man in 
the World, for all he talks ſo, 

Sca'e. Come, come, Child, PII take Care of you. 
S/. What, Gentlemen, rob me cf my Freedom and 

my Wile at once! *Tis the firſt Time they ever went 
together. 

Bal. Heark'e, Conſtable. [Whiſpers him. 

Conft. It ſhall be done, Sir Come along, Sir. 

[ Exeunt Conſtable, Bullock, axd Sylvia. 

Bal. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark pre- 
ſently. [ Exeunte. 

SCENE, Melinda' Apartment. 
Enter Melinda and Worthy. 

Mel. So far the Prediction is right, *tis Ten exactly. 
{ Aide.) Ard pray, Sir, how long have you been in this 
travelliag Humour ? 

Nor. *Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what diſ- 
turbs our Quiet. 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more na- 
tural, may be the Occaſion of it. 

Nor. Jo be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms in 
Variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be ſo fond of it. 

Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, I am not ſo fond of 
Variety as to travel for't, nor do I think it Prudence in 
you to run yourſelf into a certain Expence and Danger, 
in Hopes of precarious Pleaſure, 3 

ors 
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Nor. What Pleaſures I may receive Abroad are indeed 
uncertain ; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs 


Cruelty among the molt barbarous of Nations than I 


have found at Home. 

Mel. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a 2 
while; I fancy if we made our Accounts, we ſhou'd the 
fooner come to an Agreement. 

Mor. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being in 
my Debt—My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, Aſſidui- 
ties, Anxieties, Jealouſies, have run on fer a whole 
Year without apy Payment. 

Mel. A Year ! Oh Mr. #orthy ! What you owe to me 
is not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servitude: How 
did you uſe me the Year before ! when taking the Ad- 
vantage of my Innocence and Neceſſity, you wou'd have 
made me your Miſtreſs, that is, your Slave Remember 
the wicked Inſinuations, artful Baits, deceitful Argu- 
ments, cunning Pretences ; then your impudent Beha- 
viour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar Letters, rude Viſits ; 
remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr. Worthy. 

er. I do remember, and am ſorry I made no better 
a of em. | 4fde.] But you may remember, Madam, 
that 

Mel. Sir, I'll remember nothing Tis your Intereſt 
that I ſhou'd forget : You have been barbarous to me, I 
have been cruel to you; put that and that together, and 
let one balance the other—Now if you will begin upon 


a new Score, lay aſide your adventuring Airs, and be- 
have yourſelf handſomely till Lent be over; here's my 


Hand, I'Il uſe you as a Gentleman ſhou'd be. 

Mor. And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhou'd 
be, may this be my Poiſon, [ Kiſſing her Hand. 

| Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the Coach 1s at the Door. 

Mel. J am going to Mr. Balance's Country-Houſe to 
ſee my Couſin Sy/wia ; I have done her an Injury, and 
can't be eaſy till I've aſk*d her Pardon. ; 

Mor. I dare not hope for the Honour of waiting on you, 
Mel. My Coach is fell; but if you'll be ſo gallant as 
to mount your own Horxſe and follow us, we ſhall be glad 
to be overtaken; and if you bring Captain Plume with 


you, we ſha'n't have the worte Reception. 


GO \ Ver. 
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Wor. I'll endeavour it. [Exit, leading Melinda 
SCENE, The Market-place. | 

Enter Plume and Kite. | 

Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, Butcher, Carpenters, 
and 7ourneymen Shoemakers, in all Thirty-nine—lT believe 
the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had not more Trades 
'n their Company than I have in mine. ä 

Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full; for 
we have two Sheep- ſtealers among us—T hear of a Fel- 
low too committed juſt now for ſtealing of Horſes. 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons 
Have we never a Poulterer among us ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very good 
one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a Turkey— 
_ Captain Brazen, Sir; I muſt go look after the 

en. ; * 

Enter Brazen, reading a Letter. 

Braz. Um, um;' um, the Canonical Hour—Um, 
um, very well—My dear Plume Give me a Buſs. | 

Plume. Half a Score, if you will, my Dear : What 
hafl got in thy Hand, Child? Poke ns te WH 

Brax. Tis a Project for laying out a Thouſand Pounds, 

Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to get 


it in ? * 

Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that Iwant Twenty 
Fhouſand Pounds; I have ſpent twenty Times as much 
in the Service—But if this Twenty Thouſand Pounds 
ſhou'd not de in Specie—— 

Plume What Twenty Thouſand ? 

Brax Heark'e [Whiſpers. 

Plume. Marry'd! - | 

Braz. Preſently, we're to meet about Half a Mile out 
of Town at the Water ftue—aad fo forth Reads.) For 
Fear I ound be known by any of Worti'y's Friends, you 
muſh ge 14 leave te wear my Maſt i after the Ceremony, 
evhich aui. l make me for ever yours —— Look'e there, my 
dear Dog. | [ Shewws the Bottom of the 

Letter to Plume. 

Plume, M:linda!. And by this Light, her own Hand! 
Once mo e, if you pleaſe, my Dear—Her Hand exactly. 
— Juſt now, you ſay ? 


+ Srax. This Minute, I muſt be gone, 


Plume, 


ö 
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Plume, Have a little Patience, and V11 go with you. 

Braz. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman- coming this Way 
that may be inquiſitive ; tis Worthy, do you know him? 

Plume, By Sight only. 

Brax. Have a Care, the very Eyes diſcover Secrets. 

[ Exit. 
| Enter Worthy. 

War. To Boot and Saddle, Captain; you muſt mount, 

Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't mount, 

Wor. But I ſhall: Melinda and I are agreed; ſhe's 
gone to viſit Sy/via, we are to mount and follow ; and 
cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows what might 
be done for us both ? ERS | 

Plume, Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſecur'd 
a Parſon already. | 

Wor. Already! Do you know more than I ? 

Plume. Yes, I ſawit under her Hand Brazen and 
ſhe are to meet Half a Mile hence at the Water - fide, there 
to take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferry'd over to the EH 
Fields, if there be any ſach Thing in Matrimony, 

Wor. I parted with Melinda juſt now; ſhe aſſur'd me 
ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard Lacy 
For daring to write Letters to him in her Name. 

Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lacy in this—TI 
tell ye, I ſaw Melinda's Hand, as ſurely as this is mine. 

Wor. But I tell you ſhe gone this Minute to Juſtice 
Balances Country-Houſe. | 

Plume. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to the 


Water ſide. 
Enter Servant. $522 
Ser. Madam Melinda has ſent Word, that you need 
not trouble yourſelf to follow her, becauſe her Journey 
to Juſtice Ba/ance's is put off, and ſhe's goue to take the 
Air another Way. | [To Worthy, 
Wor. How ! her Journey pat off ? 
Plume. That is, her Journey was a Put-off to you, 
Wor. *Tis plain, plain — Bac how, where, when is 
ſhe to meet Brazen ? : 


. Plume. Juſt now, I tell you, Half a Mile hence, at 


the Water-ſide. 
Mor. Up or down the Water? 
Plume. That I don't know. 
Ware 


- PI N 
— — . — mx ww Cut Yy wr x" ae A — 


[i 
1 


62 The Recruiting Officer. 
= I'm glad my Horſes are ready Nucl, get 'em 


* wk Shall I go with you? 

Wor. Not an Inch—1 ſhall return —2 Zur. 

Plume. You'll find me at the the Juſtices are 
Gttin by this Time, and I muſt attend them, 
SCENE, 4 Court of Fuftice : Balance, Scale, and 

Scruple upon the Bench : Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 
Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 

Kite. Pray, who are thoſe. honourable Gentlemen 
upon the Bench ? \ 

Conſt. He in the Middle is Juſtice Balance, he on the 
Right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the Left is Juſtice Scrup/e, 
and Pm Mr. Conſtable ; four very honeſt Gentlemen. 

Kite. O dear Sir, 1 am your moſt obedient Servant : 
[Saluting the Conſtable] I fancy, Sir, that your Em- 

oyment and mine are mach the ſame ; for my Buſineſs 
is to keep People in Order, and if they diſobey, to knock 
?em down; and then we are both Staff- Officers. f 

Conft. Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf—of the Militia 
Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe : Sup- 
18 this a Muſket: Now I am ſhoulder'd. 

[Puts his Staff on bit Rig hi Shoulder. 

Kite.. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty if for a Con- 
fable”s Staff; but for a Muſket, you muſt put it on the 
other Shoulder, my Dear. 

Conſt. Adſo ! that's true Come, now give the 
Word of Command, 

Kite. Silence. 

Conſt. Ay, ay, ſo we will— We will be ſilent, 

Kite. Silence you Dog, Silence! 

[ Strikes bim ever his Head with his Halberd. 

Conft. That's the Way to filence a Man with a — 
What do you mean, Friend ? 

Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 

Conſt. Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from ours, that 
we ſhall ne'er agree about it; if my own Captain had 
given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law of him. 

; Enter Plume. 

Bal. Captain, you're welcome. 

Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me, [Plume 
3 2 aſcends 
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aſcendi, and + a wpon the Bench.) Now produce your 
ere, 


Priſoners — that Fellow there—ſet him up. 

—Mr. Conſtable, what have you to ſay againſt this Man? 
C:xft. I have nothing to ſay againſt him an pleaſe you. 
Bal. No; what made you bring him hither ? | 
Con/t. I don't know, an 3 21 Worſtiip. 

Scal, Did not the Contents of your Warrant dire& 
you what ſort of Men to take up ? | | 

Corft, I can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 

Scru. A very pretty Conſtable truly—I find we have 
no Buſineſs here. hls 

Kite, May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I defire to 
be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the King. 

Bal. Come Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, fince no 
Body elſe will ſpeak ; we won't come here for nothing. 

Kite. This Man is but one Man, the Country may 
ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, he's cut 
out by Nature for a Grenadier ; he's Five Feet Ten 
Inches high: he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance the Che- 
ſhire Round with any Man in the Country; he gets 
drunk every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his Wife. 

Wife. You lie, Sirrah, you lie ; an pleaſe your-Wor- 
ſhip, he's the beſt natur'd, Pains-taking'ſt Man in the 
Pariſh, witneſs my Five poor Children. 

Scru. A Wife! and Five Children! You Conſtable, 
you Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 
Wite and Five Children? 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. 

Bal. Hold, Gentlemen—Heark'e, Friend, how do 
you maintain your-Wife and Five Children ? 

Plume: They live upon Wildfowl and Veniſon, Sir; 
the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares and 
Partridges within Five Miles round. 

Bal. A Gun; nay if he be ſo good at Gunning, he 
ſhall have enough on't.— He Mar- be of Uſe againſt 
the French, for he ſhoots flying to be ſure. 

Scru. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Balance. 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the Reaſon you wou'd ſend him 
away, you know I have a Child ev'ry Year, and you are 
afraid that they ſhould come upon the Pariſh at laſt. 

Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman 
has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain Five 

2) Children 
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Children this Year, than Six or Seven the next. That 
Fellow upon this high Feeding, may get you two or 
three Beggars at a Birth. 

Wife. k'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my Teem- 
ing- Time, if there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Bal. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction, 


and the Man ä 


- Kite. V'll take Care of him, if you pleaſe. 
| a (Takes him down, 
Scale. Here you Conſtable, the next. Set up that 


black-fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun-powder Look; what 


can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable. 
Conft, Nothing, put that he is a very honeſt Man. 
Plume. Pray Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt Man 


in my Company for the Novelty's Sake. 


Bal. What arg/you, Friend ? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Coal-pits. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
and the Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are to 
impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of a Liveli- 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip this Man has no vi- 
ſible Means of a Livelih ood, for he works under Ground. 

Plume. Well ſaid, Kite; beſides the Army wants 
Miners. | 

Bal. Right, and had we an Order of Government for't 
we cou'd raiſe you in this and the neighbouring County 
of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that woe run you 
under-ground like Moles, and do more Service in a Siege 
than all the Miners in the Army. 

Scru, Well Friend what ave you to ſay for yourſelf ? 

Mob. I'm marry'd. 

Kite. Lack-a-day, ſo am I. 

Mob. Here's nerd ife, poor Woman. 

Bal. Are you marry'd good Woman ? 

Vom. Pm marry'd in Conſcience. 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child in 
Contcience. 

Scale. Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs ? | 

Wom. My Huſband—we agreed that I ſhould call 


him Huſband, to avoid paſling for à Whore; and * 
* - 


at 
10 


The Recruiting Officer. 65 


he ſhould call me Wife to ſhun going for a Soldier. 

Scru. A very pretty Couple ! pray Captain, will you 
you take *em both ? 

Plume, What ſay you, Mr, Kite, will you take care of 
the Woman ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-Side, 
and there if ſhe has a mind to drown herſelf, we'll take 
care that nobody ſhall hinder her. | 

Bal. Here Conſtable, bring in my Man. [Exit Conft.] 
Now Captain, PIl fit you with a Man, ſuch as yon 
ne'er lificd in your Life. [ Eater Conſtable and Sylvia. ] 
O! my Friend Pinch; I'm very glad to ſee you. 

Syl. Well, Sir, and What then? 


Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpect to the Bench? 


9z/, Sir I don't care a Farthing for you nor your 
Bench neither, 

Scru. Look'e Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
impudent Fellow and fit for a Soldier, 

Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit for a 
Soldier. 

Conſt. A Whore-Maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to go. 

Bal. What think you, Captain ? 

Plume. | think he's a very pretty Fellow, and there- 
fore fit to ſerve. | 

Sy. Me for a Soldier! ſend your own lazy, lubberly 
Sons at home ; Fellows that hazard their Necks every 
Day in the Purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep abroad 
to look an Enemy in the Face. | 

Gon/t. May it Pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Woman 
at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 

Sy. Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby ? I raviſt'd 
'em both yeſterday. | | 

Bal. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, we'll 
ſee him liſted immediately, | 

Plume. ¶ Reads.) Articles of War againſt Mutiny and 
Deſertion—&&Fc. 

Sy. Hold, Sir—Once more, Gentlemen, have a care 
what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any Vio- 
lence you offer to me; and you Mr. Balance, I ſpeak to 
you particularly, you ſhall heartily repent it. 

Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 


more, and Pl build a Horſe for you as high as the 


Cicling, 
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Cieling, and make you ride the moſt tirefome Journey. 
that ever you made in your Life. 

Hl. You have made a fine Speech, youu Captain 
Huffcap;; but you had better be quiet, I ſhall find a 
Way to cool your courage. | 
Plume. Pray Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's diſtracted. 
S!. Tis falſe—I am deſcended. of as good a Family 
as any in your County; my Father is as good a Man 
as any upon your Bench, and I am Heir to Twelve hun- 
dred Pounds a Year. 

Bal. He's certainly mad—Pray Captain, read the 
Articles of War. | 

Hl. Hold once more—Pray, Mr. Balance, to you I 
ſpeak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd you uſe me at 
this Rate ? 

Bal. No, faith, were you mine, I wou'd ſend you to 
| Bedlam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. 

Hl. But conſider my Father, Sir, he's as good, as 
1 as brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerv'd his 

ountry ? I'm his only Child, perhaps the Loſs of me 
may break his Heart, 

Bal. He's a very great Fool if it does; Captain, if 
you don't liſt him this Minute, I' leave the Court. 

Plume, Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy-Money to 
the Men while I read. 

Kite. Ay, Sir—Silence, Gentlemeu. 

| [Plume reads the Articles of War, 

Bal. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the 
Favour of you, not to diſcharge this Fellow upon any 
Account whatſoever. Bring in the reſt. | | 

Conſt. There are no more, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, 

Bal. No more! there were five two Hours ago, 

Sy/. *Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let 
the reſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, 
becauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, ſo the 
odd Shilling was elear Gains. | 

All Fuft. How! 

Hl. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
Guineas, but Ihad not ſo much about me; this is Truth, 
and I'm ready to ſwear it. | 
Lite. AndPIl ſwear it; give me the Book, tis for the 
Good of the Service. Meb. 
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Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him Half a 
Crown to ſay that I was an honeſt Man ; but now, fince 
that your Worſhips have made me a Rogue, 1 hope I 
ſhall have my Money again, 

Bal. Tis my Opinion that this Conſtable be put into 
the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring 
four good Men for his Ranſom by To-morrow Night— 
Captain, you'ſhall carry him to Flanders. 

Scale, Scruple. Agreed, agreed | 

Plume. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody, 

Kite. Ay, ay, Sir, [To the Conſtable,] will you 

leaſe to have your Office taken from you ? Or will you 
2 — lay down your Staff, as your Betters have 

done, before you? [ Conſtable drop: bis Staff. 
Bal. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
mony 1n adjourning this Court—Captain, you ſhall dine 
with me. | 

Kite, Come, Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall filence you 
now, I believe, without your taking the Law of me. 


| (Exeunt omnes. 
SCENE, The Field. | 
Enter Brazen, leading in Lucy maſt d. 
Brax. The Boat is juſt below here. 
Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm. 
Mor. Here, Sir, take your Choice, : 
[ Going between em, and offering them. 
Brax. What! Piſtols ? Are they charg'd, my Dear? 
Wor. With a Brace of Bullets each. 
Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and never 


uſe Piſtols, the Sword is my Way—and- I won't be put 


out of my Road to pleaſe any Man. > 
Wor. Nor I neither; ſo have at you. [Cocks one Piftel. 
Brax. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols— 
Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps; 
damn it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 
Wor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly full of theſe, the 
Sword ſhall come in for ſecond Curſe. 
Braz. Why then, Fire and Fury ! I havecaten Smoke 
from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir ; don't think I fear 


Powder, for I live upon't. Let me ſee : [Takes one.] And 


now, Sir, how many Paces diſtant ſhall we fire ? 
| War. Fire you when you pleaſe, P'l reſerve my Shot 
till I am ſure of you, Brax. 
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Braz. Come, where's your Cloak ? 

Vor. Cloak! what d'ye mean? | 

Braz. To fight upon? I always fight upon a Cloak 
*tis our Way 7 92 | 75 

Luc. Come, Gentlemen, 111 end the Strife. [ Unmaſts, 

Wer. Lucy ! take her. 8 

Brax. The Devil take me if I do—— | 

Wer. And was Melinda privy to this? 4 

Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a Piece of 
Paper at the Fortune-teller's laſt Night, which I put in 
my Pocket, and ſo writ above it to the Captain. 

Wor. And how came Melinda's Journey put off? 

Luc. At the Town's End ſhe met Mr. Balance s Steward, 
who told her, that Mrs. Sy/via was gone from her Fa- 
ther's, and no Body cou'd tell whither. 

Wor. Sylvia gone from her Father's! This will be 
News to Plume. Go Home, and tell your Lady how 
near I was being ſhot for her. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Balance and Steward, 

Stew. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; and 
then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was my young 
Maſter's, we found her Clothes there; but the Suit that 
your Son left in the Preſs when he went to London was 

one. "6 | 
8 Bal. The White trim'd with Silver ? 
$:eww. The ſame. | | 
Bal. You ha'n't told that Circumſtance to any Body ? 
' Stew. To none but your Worſhip, 

Bal. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining-Room, 
and tell Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak with him. 

Steww. I ſhall, [ Exit, 

Bal. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her 
Promiſe, indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of herſelf 
without my Conſent, I have conſented with a Witneſs, 
given her away as my Act and Deed—And this, I war-' 
rant, the Captain thinks will paſs; no, I ſhall never 
—— him the Villainy, firſt of robbing me of my 

aughter, and then the mean Opinion he muſt have of 
me, to think that I cou'd be fo wretchedly impos'd 
upon; her extravagant Paſſion might encourage her in 
the Attempt, bur the Contrivance muſt be hig——Pll 
know the Truth preſently, 5 

er 
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The Recruiting Officer. | 6y 


Enter Plume. 


Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 


Gentleman Soldier ? ; 
Plume. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the Ref 
of my Men. 

Bal. Does he keep Company with the common 
Soldiers ? | 

Plume. No, he's generally with me. 

Bal. He lies with you, I preſume. 

Plume. No, faith, I offer'd him Part of my Bed— 
but the young Rogue fell in Love with Nee, and has 
lain with her, I think, ſince ſhe came to Town. 

Bal. So that between you both, Ro/e has been finely 
manag'd. 

Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm from 
me. 

Bal. All's ſafe, I find—Now, Captain, you muſt 
know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Court was 
well grounded ; he ſaid, I ſhould heartily repent his 
being liſted, and ſo I do from my Soul. 

Plume. Ay! ſor what Reaſon ? 

Bal. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, 
born of as good a Family as any in this County, and he 
is Heir to Twelve hundred Pounds a Year. | 

Plume. 'm very glad to hear it. For I wanted but a 
Man of that Quality to make my Company a perfect 
Repreſentative of the whole Commons of England. 

- Bal. Wowt you diſcharge him ? 

Plume. Not under a hundred Pounds Sterling. 

Bal. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimate 
Friend.” 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 

Bal. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. 

Plume. Not a Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation to 
you much above an hundred Pounds. | 

Bal. Perhaps, Sir, you ſhan't repent your Generofity 
—Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in my Pocket- 
book? [ Gives bit Boot.] In the mean Time we'll ſend 
for the Gentleman. Who waits there? 

Enter Servant, 


Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. Vil. 


Ful, tell him his Captain wants him here 2 
I er. 
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Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, enquiring 
for the * 
Plume. Bid him come up.— Here's the Diſcharge, Sir. 

Bal. Sir, Ithank you— Pis plain he had no Hand in't. 

Enter Sylvia. IAlae. 

Sy. Ithink, Captain, you might have us'd me better 
than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, drunken 
Crew; and you, Mr. Juſtice, might have been fo civil 
as to have invited me to Dinner, for I have eaten with 
as a Man as your Worſhip. 

lume. Sir, you muſt charge our Want of Reſpect upon 
our ignorance of your Quality but now you are at Li- 
berty—I have diſcharg'd you. 
Fyl. Diſcharg'd me | 
/ Bal. Ves, Sir, and you muſt once more go home to 
your Father. | : FO 

Sy. My Father! Then I am diſcover'd—Oh, Sir, 
{ Kneeling.) I expect no Pardon. 2 

Bal. 2 No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall be 
your Puniſhments here Captain, 1 deliver her over to 
the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſement, Since ſhe will 
be a Wife, be you a Huſband, a very Huſband—when 
ſhe: tells you of her Love, upbraid her with her Folly ; 
be modiſhly ungrateful, becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhion- 
ably kind, and uſe her worſe than you wou'd any body 
elſe, becauſe you can't uſe her ſo well as ſhe deſerves. 

Plume. And are you Sylvia in Earneſt ? 

Hl. Earneſt ! I have gone too far to make it a Jeſt, Sir. 

Plume. And do you give her to me in good Earneſt ? 

Bal. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume. Why then I have ſav'd my Legs and Arms, 
and loſt my Liberty; fecure from Wounds, I am prepar'd 
for the Gout; farewel Subſiſtence, and welcome Taxes 
— Sir, my Liberty, and Hopes of being a General, are 
much dearer to me than your twelve hundred Pounds a 
Year—But to your Love, Madam, I reſign my Freedom, 
and to your Beauty'my Ambition—greater in obeying at 
your Feet, than commanding at the Head of an Army, 

Enter Worthy. 

Wor. I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Balance, that your 
Daughter is loſt. | 
Bal. 80 am not I, Sir, fince an honeſt Gentleman 

has found her. Enter 
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Enter Melinda. 

Mel. Pray, Mr. Balance, what's become of my Couſin 
Sylvia! 

Bal. Your Couſin Sykvia is talking yonder with your 
Coufin Plume. | a 

Mel. And Worthy. How ! 

$y/. Do you think it ftrange, Couſin, that a Woman 
ſhould change ; but I hope, you'll excuſe a Change that 
has proceeded from Conſtancy ; I alter'd my outſide, 
becauſe I was the ſame within; and only laid by the 
Woman to make ſure of my Man ; that's my Hiſtory. 
Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little romantic, Couſin; but 
ſince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you will 
have the World on your Side, and I ſhall be willing to 
go with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury I 
offer*d'you in the Letter to-your Father. 

Plume. That Injury, Madam, was done to me, and 
the Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my Friend; 
make Mr. Wortby happy, and J ſhall be fatisfy'd. | 

Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great Way 
when my Couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, tis probable I 
ſha'n't hold out much longer. 5 

| Enter Brazen. 
Brax. Gentlemen, I am yours Madam, I am not 
ours, | 1 
Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir. | 
Brax. So am I—You have got a pretty Houſe here 


"Mr. Laconickh. © 


Bal. "Tis Time to right all Miſtakes—My Name, 
Sir, is Balance. | 
Brax. Balance! Sir, Tam your moſt obedient—I know 
your whole Generation—had'not you an Uncle that was 
Governor of the Leexvard Iſlands ſome Years ago ? 
Bal. Did you know him? | 
Braz. Intimately, Sir—He play'd at Billiards to a 


'Miracle—You had a Brother too that was a Captain of 


a Fireſhip—poor Dic4—he had the moſt engaging Way 


with him of making Punch—and then his Cabin was ſo , 


neat—but his poor Boy Jack was the moſt comical Baſtard 
— Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never 
forget him. 
Plume. Have you got your Recruits, my Dear ? 
| Brax. 


The Recruiting Officer. ,_ 
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Brax. Not a Stick, my Dear. 
Plume. Probably, I ſhall furniſh you, 
Enter Roſe and Bullock, 

Roſe. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, 
and have perſuaded my Sweetheart Car/whee! to go with 
us; but you muſt promiſe not to part with me again. 

-  $yl. I find, Mrs. Re/e has not been pleas'd with her 
Bedfellow. | 

RojJe. Bedfellow ! I don't know whether I had a Bed- 
fellow or not. 

. $yl. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as little pleas'd 
with-your Company as you could be with mine. 

Bull. Pray, Sir, donna be offended at my Siſter, ſhe's 
ſomething under bred ; but if you pleaſe VIllie with 
you in her ſtead. | 

Plume. J have promiſed, Madam, to provide for this 
Girl; now will you be pleaſed to let her wait upon you? 
or ſhall I take care of her? | 

Sl. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find it 


Zuſineſs enough to take care of me. 


Ball. Ay, apd of me, Captain; for wauns ! if ever 
you lift your Hand againſt me, I'll deſert— 
Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o'that : My 


Dear, inſtead of the Twenty thouſand Pounds you talk'd 


of, you (ſhall have the Twenty brave Recruits that I have 
raiſed at the Rate they coſt me My Commiſſion I lay 
down, to be taken up by ſome braver Fellow, that has 
more Merit and leſs good Fortune—— whilſt I endea» 


. vour, by the Example of this worthy Gentleman, to 


Þ 


; 


ſerve my King and Country at home. 
With ſome Regret I quit the att: we Field, 
Where Glory full Reward for Life does yield; 
But the Recruiting Trade, with all it's Train 
Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endle/; Pain, 
1 pladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to flay, 
Aud raiſe "0 the matrimonial Way,  [Exeunt, 
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